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NEW 7INCH FROM THE LEGENDARY 
ROCKIN’ ACE! 
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available now from 
MassPike Records for $6 
including postage 


To order go to 
masspikerecords.blogspot.com 


COMMUNE WITH ROCKIN’ ACE 
FANS WORLDWIDE AT THE RECORD 
RELEASE PARTY IN CHICAGO! 


Saturday November 13, 2010 
Bottom Lounge 
1375 W. Lake St, Chicago IL 


WACO BROTHERS 
SLINK MOSS and the FLYING ACES 
ILLINOIS FIRST! 


[plus a special appearance by the ROCKIN’ ACE 
in the flesh] 
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AMERICAN SPEEDWAY JANINA ANGEL BATH 
HOWL YA DOIN? iN GYPSY WOMAN 
B/W 20TH CENTURY BOY Zz 2XLP e CD 


7” 45 

Debut single from East Coast thrashers 
American Speedway sophomore release 
A Bigger Boat (early 2011) establishes a 
nasty disposition while cutting teeth on 
their own brash hard rock punk metal 
More songs about about werewolves, sharks 
and pcp 


‘psych-folk bliss, a free-flowing cosmic 
epic...mysterious and elegant.’ (Aquari- 
us Records) 

‘timeless and meditational.Highly 
recommended’ (Terrascopic Rumbles 
August 2010) 





DARK SEA DREAM 
S/T 


LP «CD 


Crushingly loud, shimmering distortion and 
harmonics. Glimmering, and beautiful. For 
fans of Sonic Youth, The Dead C., Sun Ra, 
Yahowha 13, Xasthur 

‘an oppressive atmosphere that would snuff 
out the fire of even the most eternal opti- 
mist.” (Brightest Young Things) 


ACID MOTHERS TEMPLE 
ARE WE EXPERIMENTAL? 


2XLP « CD 
World's premier psychedelic warriors blast 
Prog rock meets Sun Ra style freedom mixed 
in with space noises and absolutely leveling 
guitar riffs. Plus a whole bunch of submerged 
weirdness and “acid folk” that can only 
come from Acid Mothers Temple. 


YAHOWHA 13 
2013 


2xCD & DVD 

This triple disc digi pack is from a limited 
pressing of ONLY 474 copies (manufactur- 
ing under-run!) VERY FEW LEFT! 

‘I came to this package with reservations, | 
leave converted. This is a fantastic collec- 
tion that deserves to be heard - seek and ye 
shall find..° (Simon Lewis - Terrascope) 




















NOTEKILLERS 


WE'RE HERE TO HELP 

LP eCD 

Rich with tuneful, neck-snapping hooks that 
explode at any and all times, this album will 
connect deeply with anyone who lives for 
the dizzying, defibrillating power of positive 
audio aggression. Notekillers offer further 
evidence that they deserve to be mentioned 
in the same breath with any of the mightiest 
musical units on the planet! 


KAWABATA & MICHISHITA 
MARU SANKAKU SHIKAKU 
LP 


‘Beautifully balanced, the music is ever 
changing, inviting the listener to swim along, 
lost in the joyous sounds, delighting in the 
ripples, eddies and swirls. ...pressed on 
lovely green vinyl, this is the complete pack- 
age, track one down. (Terrascopic Rumbles 
August 2010) 


KOHOUTEK 

LOSSLESS LOSS 

LP 

For fans of all things acid damaged, recom- 
mended. (Andy Baresky - StonerRock.com 
‘..hauntingly evocative...utterly captivat- 
ing...scuff up the sleeve and palm it off as 
a lost classic from 1971. Filed alongside 

a host of highly collectable Can, Man, 
Hawkwind and Amon Duul II LPs nobody 
would ever be the wiser.” (Phil McMullen - 
Terrascope) 


We are also proud to feature releases from these other Coming in 2011: Left Handed Monkeywrench - Psych 
fine artists: Bryan Beller, Erik Mongrain, Kawabata Ma- Tribute to the Grateful Dead (Acid Mothers, Howlin 
koto And Mothers Of Invasion, Los Griswolds, Oblivion Rain, Birds of Maya, More..) Djin Aquarian & Plastic 
Sun, Peter Pan Speedrock Crimewave Sound, (NEW) Yahowha13, Kawabata 
Plastic Crimewave Sound, Yahowha 13 and more! vs Plastic Crimewave comic book with 7”, American 
Go to http://prophasemusic.com for more info and Speedway full length, 10” Split Psych Series and 





; free downloads! much more! 
info@prophasemusic.com 


1-800-361-3827 ext 30 
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An Open Submission 
Humor and Horror 
Comic Anthology 
launching in January 
2011. Gotto 
www.nixcomics.com 


and reserve your copy of 
the Brain Sizzlin’ 














COMICS 
QUARTERLY SOUE! 


Welcome to a world inhabited by drunks, home 
less people, ine dead soldiers, orphans - 
name it. No! had comedy in mind when t Hi 
wrote these es on Another Woman Wears My 
ofits eare, (Johnny Horton), The Cold Hard Facts 
a ei Porter Wagoner), and of course, Old Shep 
ley). 


CO BED 16838 AS 25 tracks + incl, 68-page booklet 
















HANK SNOW © SNOW ON THE TRACKS 


my Snow has always been associated with railroads and ‘travelling’ songs. 

gathers almost all his beloved railroad evergreens - some dating 
bick to the 1800s, Even Glenn Miller's Chattanooga Choo Choo and Steve 
Goodman's City Of New Orleans get the Snow treatment. The seldom-reissued 
Stereo versions of I'm Movin’ On and The Golden Rocket are here, along with 
other rare gems from the singer's albums of train songs. 


£0 BED 18427 AR 32 tracks « inci. 24-page booklet 


DEEP ROOTS OF JOHNNY CASH 


During his career, oy Cash often returned to 
the songs he heard back in Arkansas during his 
youth. These are the originals by Bing Crosby, 
Jimmie Rodgers, Leadbelly, Lonnie Donegan, The 
Carter Family and many more. Hear for yourself 
what Johnny heard! 


£8 BED 18844 AR 24 tracks + inci. 36-page booklet 










US fans, check your local 


oF WWW.cCCmusic.com 
Raa aepo so ita4 COLLECTOR'S CHOICE MUSIC 


D-27727 Hambergen P.O. Box 838 
MAI: bear@bear-family.de Itasca, IL 60143-0838 
Wes: www.bear-family.de TEL: 1-800-993-6344 











A FAUSTIAN BARGAIN 


For Four Decades the Best Deal in Baseball has been 
Nancy Faust! Our Chat with the Queen of Organists 
By Jake Austen/Photos by J.P. Chill 






Nancy Faust 


1 remember years ago going to a baseball game at old Comiskey 
park and not hearing organist Nancy Faust play. In her now 41 
years at all the ballpark you could count on both hands games 
she missed (she was back less than a week after her son's birth), 
so it was a rare non-treat to miss her sounds. In those days every 
second between innings was not filled with blaring canned music, 
Jumbotron video Kiss-Cam accompaniment, 
advertisements, previews and sound effects. The 
soundtrack to a ballgame was hearing the joyful noise of Nancy 
Faust's organ playing full versions of the Todd Rundgren's 
"Bang the Drum All Day" or Dion's "Runaround Sue" between 
innings and during pitching changes, encouraging fans and 
players to get excited, or making musical commentaries. Fats 
Domino's "I'm Walkin" or the Bangles "Walk Like an Egyptian" 
might describe a base on balls. The Beatles' "I Get By with A 
Little Help From My Friends" taunted a vi: 
attended meeting on the mound. And most famous 
shame after an exciting pitcher's departure was often flavored by 
a Nancy-led sing-along of Steam's "Na Na Hey Hey Kiss Him 
Goodbye," a tradition Nancy and the White Sox fans started that 
became a universal sports tradition. 

In fact, Faust is credited with being the first ballpark organist to 
eschew elevator music and play rock and pop. That, along with 
the Sox having an unusual number of players with musical 
aspirations (prolific R&B artist Arthur Lee Maye, dedicated 
rocker Jack McDowell, punk rock veteran Scott Radinsky) and 
the infamous "Disco Demolition Night (which made Nancy a 
Steve Dahl fan, despite scaring her) has always given the White 
Sox a rock 'n' roll bent. Faust's greatest achievement, preceding 
Chris Berman by many years, was her use of puns to introduce 
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players as they entered the batter's box. Some players just got 
songs that matched their names ("Won't You Come Home Bill 
Bailey" for a Bill) or number (Three Dog Night's "One is the 
Loneliest Number"), but more whimsical was actual wordplay: 
Billy Joel's "Uptown Girl for B.J. Upton, "Cabaret" for Orlando 
Cabrera, the "rolling, rolling..." break of Ike and Tina's "Proud 
Mary" for Scott Rolen. Sometimes you have to think for a 
moment (Why Kenny Rogers' "The Gambler" for Rafael 
Betancourt? Oh, BETencourt?), but it was always worth it, and 
that almost ambient musical comedy brought to mind not only 
ballpark traditions, but entertainment traditions stretching back 
to vaudeville. 

Had Nancy announced her retirement in the old days it would 
have been jarring, leaving as eerie a silence as I heard on that 
rare game when she was absent. But over the last decade the 
White Sox, following what they consider the demands of a new 
generation of needy video game aesthetic-addled fans (not to 
mention the decrees of sponsors like Chevy who need their Pride 
Crew to get plenty of attention between innings), Nancy has been 
Phased out. We now know what post-Nancy Sox games will be 
like because over the years she went from playing all the time to 
not playing much between innings to not being allowed to play 
during home team at bats to only playing day games to only 
playing Sunday day games. But when she announced her 
retirement after this season it was still tragic for Sox fans 
because even without playing a note she was an integral part of 
the park. Her booth at old and new Comiskey Parks had a wide 
open door and any fan could visit, suggest a song, or just feel the 
warmth of her generous personality. I've frequented her booth 
since I was a kid and now I bring my kids. 

The Sox recently honored Faust with a great day, Faust Fest, 
where she threw out the first pitch, gave a moving, heartfelt 
speech about her love of the fans and the job, signed Nancy 
Faust bobbleheads for as many folks as she could, and played, 
played, PLAYED! Hearing Nancy play The Doors "Love Her 
Madly" in its entirety was like being in a joyous timewarp for 
longtime fans, We spoke with Faust, in the booth of course, about 
how she came to be a musician, a ballpark organist, and a White 
Sox legend. 

Nancy Faust: When I first started playing music I was probably 
about four years old and I picked up simple tunes that I heard 
around the house. | know one of them was "Glowworm," and 
"Buttons and Bows." Those were songs that were popular sixty 
years ago when my parents bought an organ. It captured my 
fancy. They bought a Hammond. My mother, who was a 
musician, wanted to branch out and play something other than 
piano and that’s why they bought the organ. 

Roctober: What kind of musician was she? 

NF: She had a classical background but she actually performed 
daily on WLS, on the WLS Barndance. 

R: Playing Country? 

Yes, but she was fine musician. She could play it all... 

Did she just play behind whomever came on the show? 

No, she was part of a trio called Jenny Joy and Jean, actually 
Jenny Lou Carson went on to become quite famous and my 
mother dropped out when she got married. 

Do you know what years she was on? 

In the 40s, like °42, 43, right around the war because she said 
every time they went to the studio they had to show their I.D.s. 
What else did she do after that? 

She played conventions. Accompanied vaudeville type acts, 
played dinners, provided music background for the Lawrence 





Welk people when they came to town. 
So you had a piano in your house then got an organ. Did you 
get any lessons? 

Nothing formal, but because | had an ear that I was fortunately 
born with my mother was always there to help guide me, help me 
play a better chord than I could hear. 

Was it exciting for your mother that you were into music? 

I think more exciting for my father. My mother took it for 
granted, it was something she did well, so she didn’t make a fuss 
over me but my father did, he’d say ‘Nancy, if you practice every 
day I’ll take you horseback riding at the end of the week.’ He 
really liked what I did even though he wasn't musically inclined. 
When you became a teen you weren’t in any rock bands? 

No, but when I was ten my dad read about Arthur Godfrey's 
Talent Scouts coming to town and auditioning for a special 
children’s show so he took me downtown and I was on that 
Arthur Godfrey show out of New York. 

You were on the radio? 

That was on TV. In New York, first trip on an airplane, and I was 
on something else called The Morris B. Sachs Amateur Hour in 
Chicago and I did win first prize on that when I was five playing 
the organ. 

I guess ever other musician I've interviewed who was 16, 17 
in 1964 when the Beatles hit went crazy and had to be in a 
band, but you didn’t have any desire after seeing the Beatles 
to join a group? 

That’s quite an interesting perspective, I never thought of it that 
way. I always played by myself, and once in a while if my 
mother couldn’t make a job I'd fill in for her so | was very self- 
contained. 

What kind of jobs would that be? 

Oh, she’d play at a dinner party, for an insurance company, or a 
dinner downtown at a hotel. I would play all the classics during 
dinner and cocktail hour. 

Did you have Beatlemania? Did you like the Beatles? 

Yes, and I played their songs for my own amusement, but I had 
no outlet for them. 

But that didn’t make you think, I should be in a band? 

No, not at all, that was a guy thing, 


And no bands ever said they needed an organ player? 

No, it’s not like I was playing a harmonica, the organ was bulky. 
Although by the mid-60s a lot of garage bands had organs, 
especially Farfisas. 

And in the 70s the B3s were everywhere. 

By 1970 you’re working here, what did you do between high 
school and that? 

Went to college. I graduated in '69. I was a psychology major 
and took teaching credits. | probably would have gone on to 
student teach but I got this. 

How did you get this? 

When I was in college I played at a banquet that a lot of the 
sports management attended. It was a banquet that mother should 
have played but couldn’t so I did it. So Stu Holcombe (White Sox 
media relations, soon to be general manager) happened to be 
there, and I found out that someone from the White Sox was 
there, so I followed up with a letter to the White 

Sox, as well as Cubs, and whoever else. And that was because I 
was encouraged by my college friends who were sports 
enthusiasts to write letters. 

They didn’t reach out to you at the event and say you were 
awesome? You just wrote to remind them they’d heard you? 
Something like that. | also had a brochure so it was a little visual 
Before they hired you did you ever play for rollerskating? 

No never played for rollerskaters, at a funeral, weddings, or 
things like that, typical things when you think of an organist. I 
always played what I liked hearing, popular music. 

Back then what you play at functions what did you play? 
When the organ was most popular and everyone had then in their 
home they were playing "Alley Cat" (Bent Fabric), Moon River 
(Andy Williams), nice little waltzes. 

Did you play contemporary pop at these events. Obviously 
everybody eventually covered "Yesterday, but were you 
doing that back then? 

Not too much. I might have played songs form "Sound of Music" 
or "My Fair Lady," or "Smoke Gets in Your Eyes" (Jerome 
Kern), pretty dinner music, what you would now call elevator 
music. 

Who was the organist before you? 

A fellow named Bob Creed, but the original organist here was 
hired in 1960, the year after they won the pennant, by Bill Veeck. 
They hired a fellow named Shay Torrent, fabulous musician. 
When I was a kid I would be onstage with him showing how a 
kid could play an organ, but he'd be the adult demonstrating. 
That's great! You had a job demonstrating how easy it was 
for a kid to play, even though you were kind of a ringer. 

Shay Torrent went on to California Angels and that left an 
opening here. 

So they didn’t have an organ before 1960? 

Correct. It was Bill Veeck's great idea, rather than hide the 
person in the booth he’d put them out in center field in the 
bleachers with fans. 

When was that? 

That was all through the 70s. 

So when you were playing here you also played outside gigs 
with a trio, what were the other two? 

Guitar and violin or guitar and bass, I played accordion. We 
would stroll around dinner tables and play 

So you were playing at restaurants? 

Not restaurants, private parties, a lot of country club outings. 
What kind of songs were you playing there? 

"Girl From Ipanema." (Jobim) 
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I recall you played accordion at the White Sox first "Turn 
Back the Clock Night" in 1990. Were you sometimes playing 
a concertina or always a full accordion? 

An accordion, Pretty heavy, but a woman’s size. | did that for 
about ten years, that was when live music was still very 
prevalent. 

Tell me about being hired, you sent them the letter? 

They must have filed it and called me. When I sent them the 
letter | was in college and I was just about to graduate and I 
received a call from Stu Holcombe who was (about to become) 
the general manager who said are you still interested and just 
came down opening day, I came down here early and he gave me 
a list of names the roster of the 1970 wite sox. And next to their 
name was the town they were from. Like Bill Melton. Lets say he 
was from Mississippi, so that’s what I did, I’d play a state song 
from wherever they were from. 

And that was the first time you’d touched that organ 

That organ, yes. 

So you came down opening day, you never had to audition or 
try out the equipment or...? 

No, nothing, nothing at all. I think having a brochure like that 
helped, and they’d heard me. 

At the time were you paid poorly like a cheerleader? 

No, it was a regular job, my predecessor Shay Torrent had set 
that for me, it was wonderful. It’s always been a bonafide career. 
Little did I think I'd still be here now. I had my son in the booth 
before the game and he was going 'oh mom, this is the last time 
Pll be in the booth with you,' and he’s feeling very melancholy. 
He’s 27. But I said 'Eric, when you were born I used to think 
wouldn't it be great if I’m still doing this when you’re old enough 
to know what your mom is doing?" 

He actually helps you pick songs, right? 

Yes he does. In fact I played something today, a Kanye West 
song, and he gave me. My son actually plays drums. He's a 
bridge engineer but he likes playing in bands. 

People like to credit you with introducing rock music to the 
ballpark, is that accurate? 

It’s funny because | never thought of it at the time but I’ve been 
reading a lot about my history lately and I guess it is true. I 
played what I liked hearing, and that was the kind of music. I just 
got a letter from someone saying whenever he hears a certain 
song he just thinks of Nancy Faust, it was ”So Into You," 
(Atlanta Rhythm Section). When | started | remember "Close to 
You" (Carpenters) was one of those songs, it was easy those 
days rher were always top rten songs that were so playable, Bee 
Gees and Michael Jackson. 

Befroe you the organists were just playing thing like "Alley 
Cat?" 

Things my mother played. 

And "Charge!" 

The longer I stayed here the more it was being whittled down to 
the organist that played "Charge," (Tommy Walker) there isn't the 
time and the luxury of playing complete songs and reflecting 
everything that happens in a game anymore. 

Are they going to sample you and play you forever? 

They haven’t done that. In fact they told me Nancy you have the 
job for as long as you want, so the ball is in my court. But I have 
announced that I will retire. It doesn't come easy, it’s not an easy 
decision, and there’s so much that I’ll miss here because it’s 
morphed into a real social life for me. All these people... 

Do you think that if they had not started putting you on one- 
year contracts, limiting your in-game playing to visiting 


player introductions, limiting you to day games, limiting you 
to Sundays, you would still be retiring? 

I would have sensed that my role was more important, but I 
realize, no bad reflection on the management, they are doing 
what everybody has to do. They are doing what the young people 
want to hear, they are giving you a plethora of entertainment on 
all levels, and that means not just organ music. I filled the bill 
when it was necessary 

You’re partly retiring because you feel you’re not needed? 
Well, it’s age appropriate, I'll be 64. 

But you're in great shape. 

Which partly plays into it, why shouldn’t you retire when you're 
healthy? This doesn’t come easy, the management has treated me 
royally, my judgment just tells me this is the right time. 

Do you do any other work? 

I play for a few sports themed parties, nothing regular. 

Does your background in psychology help you choose songs 
that will psyche out visiting players or music that will inspire 
the crowd? 

All psychology did was give me a term — “free association.” I 
thought, ‘oh, that’s what I do!' I just try to associate a song with 
anything I hear. Today we're playing against a guy named 
Blanco, so I think Blanco means white ,so “White Rabbit,” 
(Jefferson Airplane) or “Whiter Shade of Pale” (Procol Harum). 
Are there any puns that you’ve regretted? 

No, I don’t think anybody listens that hard. 

Have you ever picked up a song and started playing it then 
realized the lyrics made it inappropriate? 

No because lyrics they don’t hear, what the Sox have to be more 
careful about is when the players select their songs...they have to 
be make sure they play a segment of the recording that doesn’t 
have anything offensive, which his hard to find these days. 

Did you get a gold record for "Na Na Hey Hey?" 

Mercury records gave me one because they re-released it when it 
became popular at sporting events, and I was attributed with 
introducing it to sports. 

You think that's accurate? 

I absolutely do. Because everybody just sang one night and the 
effect was so monumental that we just couldn’t let it go, then 
everyone else picked it up. I can’t say that it wouldn’t have 
happened with canned music because now you can do anything 
you can think of. 

But that wasn't the case, you did that. 

And the ingredients were right that night because we were 
playing Kansas City in the middle of July, we were vying for 
first place, BillVeeck owned the team, everybody was having a 
good time on the weekend, they were just loose... 

What's the difference between working for a Veeck and 
working for a Reinsdorf? 

Veeck was the Barnum of Baseball, he was all about promotions. 
I think Mr. Reinsdorf was all about putting a good team on the 
field and I have all the respect in the world for him. Often I think 
if I'm in an awkward situation, 'What Would Jerry Do?' I've seen 
him be unfairly criticized about the Bulls and then when they 
won the championships I didn't see him go "na na na na na..." 
He just was so dignified all the time. I have so much respect for 
him. 

Have you ever got any feedback from any musicians whose 
song you've played? 

I did get a signed CD from the group Aliotta-Haynes-Jeremiah, 
who played Lake Shore Drive. Ides of March came by. Another 
guy who came by Del Shannon, wh did "Runaway." 











You play that all the time! 

He came by and we took a picture. 

Do you think of yourself as a creative musician? 

I see myself as a person with a very good ear, so I can copy 
almost anything I hear. I couldn’t write or compose. 

You’ve never written a song? 

Not really. 

Not even for your kid? 

I could, but I wouldn’t know what to do with it if I did. But I'm 
very good, thanks to my equipment, of isolating instruments 
when I listen to the CD or a go to Youtube and download things, 
and I’m very comfortable putting my own versions together. And 
I think that’s a talent, but if I listen to a jazz musician and he has 
this uncanny ability to put chords together just randomly I could 
never do that. There’s things I can't do but what I can do is a 
niche and I found the right niche for what I can do here at the 
ballgame because there’s not time here to refer to (sheet) music 
and I can get right to the core of anything I want to play now that 
I only have a three minute sound bite so I'm still able to modify 
my talents to be somewhat useful 

What about free association and humor, that’s a talent, is 
what you’re doing like vaudeville, are you combining comedy 
and music? 

I think about those people who played at silent movies, setting 
the mood, although I have to be concerned about 
offending...there was a time when we had to be sensitive about 
playing a song like "Jeopardy" (Greg Kihn) or "The Night 
Chicago Died" (Paper Lace) because that might connote things 
that are too negative. There have been eras where I have had to 
be more sensitive to my selections 

Were you ever taken to the woodshed for anything? 

No, they just suggest maybe you better think twice. 

No player or ump ever got mad? I recall the PA disc jockey 
got fired for playing White Snake "Here I Go Again" for 
Chuck Finley after his wife (Tawny Kitaen, who starred in the 
music video for the song) beat him, but you never got in 
trouble? 

No. the only thing | might have been called on by an ump, it’s 
happened maybe two or three times, where I played a little too 
long and interfered with the batter. I must have been talking to 
someone and got carried away. I shouldn't play when they're in 
the batter’s box. 

But you can play between pitches. 

I don’t play for the White Sox anymore, so I wouldn’t have any 
reason to play between pitches for the visiting team. 

Do you think you would, have been able to have this career 
elsewhere, at a hockey stadium, or... 

I think this is the best place for what I do. To be out with people. 
I've established so many friends that it makes me more integrated 
in the game, maybe not musically, but socially. 

What are your favorite songs to play? 

Right now a song I learned on American Idol, "Can’t Get You 
Out of My Head" (Kylie Minogue), and I do Lady Gaga, "Poker 
Face,” I like that, and I do that pretty well. 

What’s your all-time favorite song? 

Don’t have one. 

What about your proudest player name pun? 

There’s been so many. "In-A-Gadda-Da-Vida" (Iron Butterfly) 
for Pete Incaviglia. Brandon Inge, because there was a 
playwright (William Inge), | played "Bus Stop" (The Hollies) 
because he wrote a play called "Bus Stop." I thought no one 


would get that, a fan gave me the idea, but another fan came by 
and told me that I was clever, so at least two people got it. 

So you get suggestions from fans? 

Oh, I get a lot of help. And a lot of times it just comes out of my 
head. If you gave me names and I’d just come up with 
something. I did "I Love Lucy," for Rob Ducey. 

You used to play "Let’s Get Physical" (Olivia Newton-John) 
for Omar Vizquel, but you can’t do it now that he’s on the 
White Sox. 

That’s right. If there’s a player named Michael I might play the 
theme from The Office. | just have to hear a name. I don’t even 
know who’s playing until I get here. | don’t have a baseball mind 
like some people. 

You’re the most important woman in Chicago baseball. 

When I started there was a petition circulated that a woman 
didn’t belong in my position, to bring back the last guy. 

How did that petition make you feel? 

Afraid, and intimidated and then Stu Holcombe said don't worry 
about it. 

But you were right in the thick of things, did people come up 
to you and tell you off? 

No, the fact is there were very few people out there. It was the 
lowest attendance ever when I started. It was a great time to 
break in because there weren’t that many people out there and 
those that were there were very nice. Everybody has been so 
wonderful. I can’t imagine another city being as friendly as 
Chicago. 

So no horror stories, but were there any interesting stories 
about being out there in the in the bleachers with drunks? 

No just the rain, I remember being in the pouring rain and I had a 
shade I put down and the operation guy called and said, "Get out 
of there, it’s pouring!" | was playing during a rain delay. 

How did the organ hold up during the rain? 

Well it did get wet, but it was an old Hammond and they hold up 
so well, but I had a shade, like a tarp. 

Are they going to replace you? 

Somebody came by and said they were auditioning. 

That’s exciting in a way, I thought they would want to get rid 
of the organ, but it would be weird. You should be the last 
organist but it would be a shame if you were. 

Two kinds of thought like that are reflected in my own family. 
Eric, my son, says Mom I just can’t imagine a ballgame without 
an organist, but my husband says he can’t imagine the game 
without hearing my style. 
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HELEN OF SOUL 


The story of one remarkable woman, 40 years of 
Chicago R&B, and one memorable Valentine’s Day 

By Jake Austen/Photos from Ms. Wooten’s collection, re- 
shot by Jim Newberry. Helen portrait by Jim Newberry 









Although Helen Wooten claims her memory has been 
affected by a stroke she suffered last year, that notion 
seems betrayed by her first reaction to seeing her image in 
Michael Abramson’s photo book, Light: On the South Side. 
“T can tell you exactly when this is,” she enthuses, her eyes 
widening as she admires her elegantly attired younger self, 
holding court with two girlfriends at the High Chaparral 
nightclub. “This is 1976, February 14, Valentines Day. I 
had a show with Harold Melvin and the Blue Notes. That’s 
the day Teddy Pendergrass quit the group. He didn’t show 
up, and I had to use the Chi-Lites. I remember that like it 
was yesterday.” 

Regally positioned on a couch in her South Shore living 
room, Wooten, nostalgically flips through the pages of the 
collection of stunning photos of dignified inhabitants of 
mid-70s’ South Side nightclubs and lounges. Her face 
lights up as she recognizes old friends, some infamous (the 
late drug kingpin Flukey Stokes, well known pimp 
Magellan), but most, like Latitia Binion and Diane Tobra, 
the women sharing a table with Wooten on page 30, known 
only in their circles of friends. That said, the sensory 
overload one experiences while visiting Wooten’s home 
suggests that her circle of friends includes the majority of 
the residents of Chicago’s South and West sides, and 
virtually every black celebrity since the 1960s. 

Her walls are covered with cocktail table-sized wood 
plaques, crammed with photos of Helen hobnobbing with 
deejays, soul singers, and boxers, their smiling images 
barely visible under amber shellac. Stacked on several 
couches and tables are albums of photos: Wooten with L.L. 
Cool J, Wooten with the Jacksons, Wooten with Mike 
Tyson. Her home is perpetually packed with a constant 
flow of guests; on this day the flow includes Tyrone 
Austin, who videotapes Wooten flipping through the book 
and being interviewed, his footage possibly destined for an 
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Helen (r.) with Flukey and friends 
autobiographical films she plans to produce. Five minutes 
never go by without the phone ringing, her many friends 
checking in, some of whom she identifies in showbiz 
parameters: Marshall Thompson of the Chi-Lites; the 
mother of rapper Da Brat; singer Ruby Andrews (known as 
the wife of Robert “Squirrel” Lester, the then ailing Chi- 
Lite who passed away a few days later on January 21%). 
The big screen TV glows with an awards show, every other 
act seemingly a first-name basis friend Wooten has made 
in her half-century working in the margins of the 
entertainment scene. It has been a journey that took her 
from playing pre-teen talent shows to booking international 
tours, and included stints as tavern owner, singer, record 
producer, stylist, film financer, and countless other jobs 
and hustles. 

Between distractions Wooten refocuses on the stunning 
black and white photo in which her slinky black outfit, 
adorned with shooting stars, and radiant moons conveys 
interstellar elegance (especially considering her funky 
Princess Leia hairstyle, a full year before the release of 
Star Wars). Her eyes never leaving the picture she casually 
drops an intriguing addendum. “I'll tell you what,” she 
says, shaking her head, “February 11", four days before 
that, I had got shot. I came out of intensive care to come 
out to that show.” 


Helen Saffold, born June 9", 1949, drew musical 
inspiration from her singing older sisters, and further 
motivation from her babysitter, Robert “Stringbean” Tharp 
of the Ideals (legendary West Side doo woppers best 
known for “The Gorilla,” as Tommy Dark Tharp was half 
of Tom Jerrio of “boo-Ga-Loo” fame. He passed away on 
July 20). By age ten she and her sisters were writing songs 
and singing in talent shows. In 1963, when she got to 
Marshall High School, then home to numerous teenage 
vocal groups, including the Versalettes, the Constellations, 
the Ivories, the Kittens (with Helen’s sister Joyce), and the 
Gems (who featured one non-Marshall student, Hyde Park 
High’s Minnie Riperton). Saffold started a dance group 
with her friend Letitia (whose head holds the fur crown in 
the Light: On the South Side photo) to back up other acts, 
and put together her own vocal group, the Casuals (who 











eventually, without her, recorded one single as the 
Softiques). “They wasn’t the best singing group,” recalls 
classmate Keni Rightout, “but they was the sharpest.” 
Rightout (whose Marshall vocal group the Dimensions 
later recorded as Center Stage) remembers being impressed 
by Saffold’s sophisticated sense of style and composure. 
“She was very, very mature,” he explains, “she dressed like 
she was a teacher, and she actually ate with the teachers. 
She was highly respected in school.” That maturity, 
manifesting itself in beyond-her-years focus and drive, 
proved to be a far greater talent than her singing ability, 
and soon Saffold was taking a major role organizing 
Marshall’s legendary talent show, the Jamboree. She was 
instrumental in getting Marshall’s up and coming groups 
booked as opening acts for established artists like Alvin 
Cash, Major Lance, and Gene “Duke of Earl” Chandler, 
and by making the right contacts she soon began booking 
shows beyond her school’s auditorium. 

While still a freshman she remembers being the first “Teen 
DJ” on the groundbreaking black radio station WVON, 
kicking off the long-running segment in which disc jockey 
Herb Kent brought in different high school students each 
week to choose records for a half hour. Through her work 
at the station and her bookings, Saffold struck up 
longstanding friendships with a number of WVON deejays, 
including Pervis Spann and E. Rodney Jones (Jones’ 
daughter was visiting Helen during our initial interview). 
Though most of her high school work was volunteer, 
Saffold horded what money she collected from booking 
bands, selling clothes at fashion shows, and working after 
school jobes (including gigs at a nursing home and at the 
Alberto Culver beauty product factory), and by 1967 she 
had saved $17,000, which she gave to Spann and Jones 
thinking her investment was going towards the disc 
jockeys’ dream of purchasing their own station. In truth, 
she had inadvertently helped create the biggest star in the 
world, when they took her money and put it into 
developing the Jackson Five (when Spann and Jones gave 
up on the Jacksons and sold the contract to Steeltown 
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Records’ Gordon Keith, they told Keith they had invested 
around $30,000 in the band, meaning the teen had 
theoretically owned more than a 50% interest in Michael 
Jackson and his brothers). 

By the 1970s Helen Wooten (she married William R. 
Wooten in 1967, and kept the name after her divorce) was 
applying her impressive management skills to her personal 
life. She simultaneously lived a grounded lifestyle as a 
mother of two working as a_ supervisor of the 
Transportation Service Department at Rush-Presbyterian 
St. Luke's Hospital while still pursuing her ambitions in the 
treacherous semi-underground economy of _ the 
entertainment world, financing and organizing shows in 
Chicago’s still vibrant music scene. Though the jewel in 
Chicago’s black entertainment crown, the Regal Theater on 
47" and King Drive, had been reduced to rubble by 1973, 
venues like Perv’s House on 79" Street and the High 
Chaparral on 77" and Stony Island (where Wooten booked 


shows) each regularly welcomed 1,200-plus well-dressed 
revelers, and (as evidenced in Light: On the South Side) 
even the most intimate spots still demanded glamour and 
high theater from their patrons. 

Wooten recalls meeting Teddy Pendergrass around 
Thanksgiving, 1971, when he was still drumming and 
singing backup for the vocal group Harold Melvin and the 
Blue Notes, a Philadelphia R&B institution since the early 
1950s that Pendergrass joined in 1969. As many obituaries 
noted when Pendergrass died this year at age 59 following 
complications from colon cancer surgery, his gruff, church- 
trained vocals (and good looks) elevated him to lead singer 
by the time of the group’s 1972 debut LP. The act quickly 
became superstars, recording a series of albums that topped 
the R&B charts, yielding classics like “If You Don’t Know 
Me By Now,” “The Love I Lost,” “Bad Luck” and “Wake 
Up Everybody.” He launched a solo career in 1977, 
releasing a series of platinum-selling LPs filled with often- 
aggressive love songs which, along with his sexy live 
shows (including his “Ladies Only” concerts), established 
him as a top black sex symbol of the seventies. His 
momentum was cut short when a 1982 auto accident left 
him paralyzed from the chest down, but Pendergrass 
resumed recording and released a number of successful 
albums after the accident. 

Wooten recalls her and Pendergrass had an_ instant 
chemistry. “We were flirting around and we had a lot of 
things in common. I don’t know how to describe it...we 
became good friends. That was my secret, private 
boyfriend.” Her loyalty to Pendergrass, she says, helped 
the group professionally, as she would assist with Chicago 
shows, and also remembers getting them favorable 
bookings in Memphis and Atlanta. Pendergrass would also 
come to see her when shows weren’t booked. (Although 
Pendergrass does not mention Wooten in his 1998 
autobiography Truly Blessed, he says that despite having a 
longtime Philadelphia girlfriend who bore his son, “I was, I 
admit, not always faithful on the road.”) Eventually, after a 
disagreement over a piece of jewelry, they broke up, but 
continued to have a cordial business relationship, and in the 
Fall of 1975 she paid a $3,000 advance to Harold Melvin to 
secure a booking for a big show on Valentine’s Day, 1976 
at the High Chaparral. 

On Wednesday February 11" 1976, by her account, Helen 
Wooten was working at the hospital when her boyfriend 
Samuel Daniels, parked in front of Wooten’s house on 
West Maxwell Street around 9pm, and saw the lights on. 
Assuming his girlfriend was home he entered the building 
and found three intruders in the upstairs bedroom. Catching 
the thieves by surprise Daniels drew his .38 pistol and had 
them lay on the bedroom floor. “They got one of my new 
coats, they had my jewelry, and he saw they had my money 
bag,” Wooten recalls. “So he called the police and he 
called me and told me not to come home, because he 
caught some robbers in my house.” 


Ignoring Daniels’ advice Wooten left work, mid-shift, was 
home in five minutes, ahead of the police, and raced 
upstairs to see the cowering trespassers. “They were 
frightened,” she recalls, “They were saying ‘miss, miss he 
might kill us,’ I told them, ‘you all don’t even know who 
you’re messing with, this is a crazy man!’” Motivated by 
her imprudent threat the thieves jumped Daniels, took the 
gun, then shot him several times, and Wooten once, leaving 
her crumpled on the closet floor as they escaped. 

When the police arrived they recognized Wooten (the 
hospital cafeteria was a police hangout, and her first 
cousin, Howard Saffold, was a prominent reform-minded 
police officer who later became chief of executive security 
for Mayor Harold Washington) and called an ambulance to 
take her to the hospital she’d just left. “I said, ‘please don’t 
take me there,” she remembers, “because I’d snuck away 
from work, and I needed my job. So they took me to 
Illinois Research.” (now UIC Medical Center). 

Wooten had been shot at close range, and the bullet had 
gone straight through her right lung, exiting her back. She 
went into the Intensive Care Unit where they drained her 
chest to remove the blood from her lungs. Daniels (whom 
she was with until 1982, and refers to as her common law 
husband) survived the shooting as well, though he was in 
coma for some time afterwards. 

As the days passed Wooten’s concerns shifted from her 
mortality to her investment. “I had spent about $5000 for 
advertisements on radio and had given [Harold Melvin] a 
$3000 deposit, so I was out about $8000. All that was on 
my mind was that I have got to do my show and get my 
money back.” She called her friend Sandy Wilburn, a 
songwriter who operated the label Sandman Records, and 
had him go to her house and get her dress. Amidst the 
bedpans and antiseptic smells of her hospital room she 
fixed her hair and makeup and donned the stylish ensemble 
Wilburn delivered. “Just like the pictures you got in that 
book,” Wooten brags today, “that’s the way I looked when 
I left the hospital.” 

“When I checked out of the hospital,” she continues, “they 
said, ‘Mrs. Wooten, you have a bullet hole in you, you 
cannot leave intensive care.’ I told them, ‘what I got to do 
for Valentines Day is way more important than my health 
right now.” 

Helen headed straight for the High Chaparral, but was in 
for a surprise when she got there. “Early that afternoon 
they called and cancelled,” remembers Clarence Ludd, who 
owned the High Chaparral, and today, with his wife, 
operates Artis’s lounge on 87" Street. “He said they 
wouldn’t be there because they had broken up.” This posed 
a problem, not so much for Ludd, who had not invested 
money in the show, but for Wooten. Although the legal 
capacity of the club was 1,300, on big nights, Ludd admits, 
they would squeeze in 1,600. With Valentines falling on a 
Saturday Night, and with the hottest R&B group in 
America booked, this was definitely a big night. 














Although it took Wooten by surprise, the group’s break-up 
was a long time coming. As he relates in Truly Blessed, 
Pendergrass felt that Melvin (who died in 1997) taught 
him, “nearly everything [he] needed to know about 
surviving in show business,” but was a difficult boss from 
the beginning. Melvin’s attitude that every member of the 
group other than himself was replaceable (Pendergrass had 
joined as part of one of Melvin’s complete Blue Notes 
overhauls) became problematic when Pendergrass lifted the 
group from the R&B minor leagues to Platinum sales. 
Melvin also hid royalties from his bandmates (according to 
Pendergrass, underneath a mattress), and had a 
troublesome temper. The ubiquity of cocaine in that era 
amplified both Melvin’s erratic behavior and Pendergrass’ 
reactions to it. Throughout 1975 tensions in the band led to 
a number of contentious shows: In Detroit Pendergrass 
insisted on going onstage without the rest of the group. In 
New York an argument with Melvin caused the singer to 
bail on an Apollo show. Though Pendergrass dates his 
exodus from the group as occurring in October 
(subsequently cited in numerous online sources), it was 
certainly later than that, as several of the groups most 
notorious breakdowns occurred the next month. In mid- 
November Jet magazine reported that the group was fired 
from an extended engagement at Los Angeles’ Playboy 
Club because Melvin showed up late for one of the first 
shows and then told the audience to go fuck themselves (or 
as Jet put it, he utilized “C.P. time,” and “suggested that 
they could find sexual release with themselves”). 

But the feud came to an ultimate head in Chicago on 
Thanksgiving weekend, when the band came in to do two 
shows at Perv’s House, the self-proclaimed “Entertainment 
Capitol of the Midwest.” Taking up the entire length of 79" 
Street between Drexel and Ingleside, Perv’s was an 
extravagant venue with a full light show in the Evening 
Glo Disco room, and an elaborate “adult playground,” 
featuring a miniature golf course. Owned by Pervis Staples, 
by then a retired member of the Staple Singers, Perv’s 
House was host to what seems to have been the last time 
Melvin and Pendergrass shared a stage. As Staples told 
Dave Hoekstra (in a Sun-Times article also sparked by the 
publication of Light: On the South Side), "Harold Melvin 
fired Pendergrass at my club. He slapped him in the mouth 
downstairs. They weren't going to go onstage. Melvin sent 
a girl out to the car, got the books and told Pendergrass, 'I 
own you like I own the Blue Notes.' They couldn't get out 
of town until they did my show. People upstairs were 
clapping and clapping and they were downstairs boxing." 
Though she did not arrange the gig, Helen was at Perv’s 
House that night (“I let Perv book his own shows, but I was 
instrumental in getting it so he didn’t have to pay no 
astronomical fee”), but was not privy to the closed door 
confrontation. “All I know about whatever happened in 
that office,” Helen recalls, “ is that I walked in on them and 
they asked me to dismiss myself, it was personal business.” 
The group had officially announced their break-up in 


December, but it’s understandable that fans were skeptical. 
For one thing, they were at the peak of their popularity, so 
it seemed inconceivable they would walk away from it. 
Their current album and single, both titled, “Wake Up 
Everybody” had each just hit #1, and on the afternoon of 
the Perv’s House fiasco the group had appeared on a pre- 
taped episode of Soul Train performing a_ nearly 
unprecedented four songs. Also, the group had experienced 
so much turbulence and soldiered on over the previous year 
that this may not have resonated as a true conclusion (in 
the Jet magazine report not only did Teddy take a 
somewhat passive tone, offering, “we should have talked it 
out,” but a large ad for their LP appears on the same page 
as the article). But what had most convinced Helen Wooten 
that the show was on was that Melvin had not returned the 
deposit.Quickly recovering from the bad news, Wooten 
formulated a backup plan, and called the Chi-Lites to be 
emergency replacements. Lead vocalist Marshall 
Thompson recalls that his group had just returned from 
overseas when they got the last minute call. “She got a hold 
of me, I think we were coming from London,” he recalls. 
“We did it because of Helen, she was a friend of ours, and 
she’d been booking us even when we didn’t have hits, so 
when we got our smash records of course I didn’t forget 
her.” The local favorites were coming off the biggest five- 
year period of their now half-century career, and for the 
most part the sold-out crowd was satisfied, Helen thinks 
less than 100 people asked for their money back. Between 
those few refunds, the lost deposit, and paying the Chi- 
Lites, Wooten lost some money, but it was far from a 
financial disaster, and she remembers the Chi-Lites putting 
on excellent show and the crowd being more than satisfied. 
And though one would expect that between the bullet hole, 
the last minute wrangling, and the diminishing returns 
Helen Wooten would have been a wreck, one couldn’t look 
more relaxed than Helen Wooten appears in her portrait 
that night. “Nothing she ever does surprises you,” Keni 
Rightout explained, when I asked him to sum up the 
woman he’s known for 47 years. “She’s just cool, you 
know.”“Teddy called me that night after everything was 
over,” Wooten remembers. “He said I’m glad you got a 
replacement for me, and he promised to make it up to me.” 
Although his solo career soon had the singer playing far 
larger venues, Pendergrass made sure Helen had some 
involvement in his next big Chicago appearance. “He did a 
hell of a show,” she remembers, “but from then on we 
wasn’t as tight because I was still angry.” Harold Melvin 
never paid back the deposit.Long after Wooten ended her 
business relationship with Pendergrass, her hometown 
continued to be an important city for him. In the years 
since his breakups with Melvin and Wooten, Teddy Bear 
appeared on ten covers of the Chicago-based magazines 
Ebony and Jet magazines, and when he launched his first 
post-accident tour in 2001, Chicagoland figured 
prominently in the itinerary. In 2008 the singer spent 
significant time in the city through his involvement in 





Black Ensemble Theater’s production “I Am Who I Am 
(The Story of Teddy Pendergrass),” for which he co-wrote 
new songs. 


Wooten has long since recovered from both her gunshot 
injury and the financial hit she took from the Valentine’s 
Day set. The crime itself remains unsolved: neither Daniels 
or Wooten recognized the robbers, but Wooten has 
suspicions that they were sent by a friend familiar with her 
work schedule who left town immediately after the 
incident. Not long after the Chi-Lites concert Wooten and 
High Chaparral owner Clarence Ludd became partners in 
two lounges, the Godfather II on 97" and Stony Island, and 
the Godfather III on 64" and Cottage Grove (the latter later 
became the Jedi when Helen’s sister Joyce took over the 
operation). Though her smaller bars featured less elaborate 
live entertainment than the clubs Wooten was accustomed 
to scheduling, she stayed involved in larger bookings, and 
in 1978 she worked with Atlanta-based concert promoter 
Leonard Rowe, helping back a 60 city, 12 country tour for 
the Jacksons (finally recouping her unwitting 1966 
investment in the brothers). 

In the last three decades Helen Wooten has stayed 
intimately involved in Chicago’s black music scene. In the 
late 80s and early 90s she worked on artist development 
and produced early recordings by a number of artists, 
including her goddaughter Da Brat and Donell Jones. She 
was involved in R. Kelly’s early career, advising him and 
placing the then unknown singer as opening act on big 
shows by Guy, Heavy D and others. She started a record 
label, ToiNik (named after her daughter Toyia who was 
murdered while attending college in New Orleans in 1988), 
recording a number of artists including her son Charles 
(rap name: DonCharlieon). And in 2003 she was executive 
producer, location manager, set designer, stylist, and 
helped produce music for a direct to video hip hop feature 
film, When Thugs Cry (in which she and her son both have 
cameos, her in eye-grabbing purple leather). The film 
received international distribution through Lion’s Gate, and 
she is currently working with the director on a sequel, 
When Thugs Don’t Have to Cry No More. She continues to 
run an artists management group called HK and associates 
(“HK” refers to both Hots Kapitol and Wooten’s former 
married name, which was — believe it or not — Helen 
Keller). Wooten has also been filming interviews for a 
documentary about her life, anxious to share the story 
about how style, hustle, and the pugnacity to ensure the 
show must go on, even at risk of life, can keep a person 
intimately involved with the music scene she loves, even 
without singing a note. 

So it’s ironic that the man who would sublimely capture 
the magic of one of Wooten’s most significant nights had 
no interest in that evening’s music. “I don’t even remember 
the performance, I went because I’d heard it was a 
happening place,” admits Michael Abramson. “I was a 


young white kid in love with photography, thinking this 
was a cool place to photograph.” 

Though Abramson made many friends when he became a 
fixture at South Side nightspots in the mid-70s, this was his 
first visit to High Chaparral, and he never met Helen. And 
though many memories have faded since then, Abramson 
remembers this shot, and how excited he was to print the 
photo. “There were a lot of people there, it was packed, but 
this table was special. The way they held themselves, what 
they were wearing, and the context of the scene, to me it 
looked like Paris in the twenties,” Abramson explains, 
excitedly. “It was like an era I had only seen in 


photographs.” 





Thanks: Bob Abrahamian (www.sittinginthepark.com) for 
his unbelievable research assistance, Numero Group 
(especially Rob Sevier for his interest in Helen) and The 
Chicago Reader (especially Philip Montoro, 
superior edit to this is available online at 
www.chicagoreader.com under the title “The Woman on 
the Right”). Light on the Southside, the beautiful book/LP 
set that features Wooten’s photo is available from 
www.numerogroup.com. Jim Newberry’s brilliant 
photography can be seen at www .jimnewberry.com 
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GARY PIG GOLD PRESENTS HIS 
NOUGHTIE TWENTY-ONE 


Despite an alarming amount of critical mass to (and by) the 
contrary, there truly was much, much more worth hearing this 
decade just past than those big Big Star, Beatle, Bob Dylan and even 
Neil Young box sets. 

No, really! 

So then, strictly alphabetically speaking as always, here’s what I 
spent much of January |, 2000 through December 31, 2009 listening 
very closely to..... 

Apartment - Sparkle Bicycle Waikiki Record (2008) Tatsuya 
Namai’s radiant pop of the Daniel Johnston-meets-Shonen Knife 
variety. 

Alex Brennan - The Last Smile Of The Pied Piper 
xtoalex@hotmail.com (2004) Hopefully Mr. Brennan will be duly 
hired to give the Beach Boys’ catalog that Beatles Love treatment 
when the time inevitably arrives. 

Lindsey Buckingham - Under The Skin Reprise Records (2006) 
Once insane, always insane. 

Candypants - Candypants Sympathy For The Record Industry 
(2000) Ronnie Spector fronts Elvis’ Attractions ...and THEN some! 
Casper and the Cookies - The Optimist’s Club Happy Happy 
Birthday To Me Records (2006) What Jason NeSmith and Kay 
Stanton did on their holidays in New York City. 

Cheap Trick ~- Rockford Big3 Records (2006) Remarkably 
sounding better — and /ouder — than ever. 

Dennis Diken with Bell Sound - Late Music Cryptovision 
Records (2009) The album Brian Wilson has been trying to make 
since at least 1986, 

Johnny Dowd - Wire Flowers: More Songs from the Wrong Side 
of Memphis Munich Records (2003) A sonic sequel to one of the 
Nineties’ undeniably greatest albums ...and artists. 

Bob Dylan - Modern Times Sony/BMG Music Entertainment 
(2006) Edges out Christmas In The Heart by a mere Santa whisker. 
Electric Prunes - Feedback PruneTwang (2006) Proving you can 
have your re-heated soufflé and eat it, too. 

Tom Jones - Mr. Jones V2 Music (2003) Wherein Atomic Jones 
meets Wyclef Jean ...by way of “Black Betty” ! 

Bill Lloyd - Back To Even New Boss Sounds (2004) Fifteen more 
examples of most potently powerful pop, Nashville-style. 

Lolas - Like The Sun Jam Recordings (2007) Tim Boykin and his 
ever-bright I-o-I-a Lolas honestly do make the kind of records you 
still think Paul McCartney does. 

Jack Pedler - Jack Pedler Race Records (2001) The sound of the 
hardest-working drummer in Canada loading all six strings. 

The Playmates - Sad Refrain K.O.G.A. Records (2002) 
(AmiYumi)’s Beatles. 








Raquel’sA Boys - Music For The Girl You Love Jam Recordings 
(2004) Just as if Bobby Fuller and those once Flamin’ Groovies 
were never ever extinguished. 

Jason Ringenberg - A Day At The Farm with Farmer Jason 
Yep Roc Records (2003) The definitive alternative to alternative 
country. 

Simply Saucer - Cyborgs Revisited Sonic Unyon Recording 
Company (2003) The nice, nice noise that simply continues to keep 
on giving. 

Frank Lee Sprague - Merseybeat Wichita Falls Records (2005) 
Exactly as if Brian Epstein had never entered The Cavern. 

Tan Sleeve - White Lie Castle Cheft Worldwide (2000) Wherein 
George Harrison and even F. Zappa receive the Bacharach and 
David by way of Todd Rundgren treatment. 

Teenage Head - Teenage Head with Marky Ramone Sonic 
Unyon Recording Company (2008) Canada’s Ramones finally 
reunited with their very-long-lost brudder. 





Damien Bardot a.k.a. Michael Bruno was the bass guitarist for the 
early-80s band Alien, which split long before internet ubiquity, and 
is now so obscure that almost all info appears on a fan’s MySpace 
profile. 

According to the ever-valuable Great Metal Discography, Alien 
was formed in New York in 1982. Influenced by “Iron Maiden, The 
Scorpions, and Judas Priest,” Alien combined the music of metal 
with the sci-fi theatrics of Star Wars. 

Shows would feature “flash cannons, glitter cannons, and fog 
machines.” Decked out in “leatherworks and custom-made boots,” 
Bardot rocked out with a “flame-throwing” guitar. 

Such exploits attracted a large early following, and the band’s 1981 
demo claimed second place in a nationwide “Battle of the Bands.” 
Alien proceeded to release an 1983 album, Cosmic Fantasy, which 
“received a lot of airplay and was selling worldwide.” 

On the “Vibrations of Doom” website, one can find several rare 
links to Cosmic Fantasy, such as the eponymous track featuring 
Bardot’s infectiously pounding bass lines. 

The other prominent Cosmic Fantasy track is “Don’t Say Goodbye” 
which features a punk-metal hybrid reminiscent of certain demonic 
Motley Crue ballads. 

Though Alien’s debut saw considerable success, there would be no 
follow-up album, and Bardot’s career met an abruptly grim 


a 





conclusion... 
---In 1986 he was arrested in Florida’s Broward County for a first- 
degree murder while in commission of a robbery. Bardot maintained 
his innocence, but the State of Florida decided otherwise and 
sentenced him to Death Row. 

Florida is one of the few states to provide public online profiles of 
all inmates. Each profile offers an inmate's picture, physical stats, 
arrest record, and degree of punishment. Bardot’s profile (he is 
officially listed as Michael Bruno) has been displayed for quite 
some time. 

Posted on a different website is Bardot’s journal entry, which 
details the bleak confinement of his “7-by-9-foot cell,” along with 
the joyless routine of “cold powdered eggs,” “meat impersonating 
sausage,” “watered-down skimmed milk,” and “2 half-cooked 
pancakes”; the occasional hamburger is described as having a 
“fluorescent green glow” and “smelling like disinfectant.” 

The few luxuries consist of a “portable walkman” and “12-inch 
b&w TV”; such items do little to alleviate the constrained 
monotony, and 21 years into his sentence, Bardot wrote: “No 
wonder there are suicides and people giving up their appeals so they 
can be taken from this misery.” 

Indeed the shift from rocker to condemned inmate is quite a drastic 
descent. But in the early 80s, Bardot rocked the bass guitar, and so 
not even Death Row can negate his status as 80s Axe-Grinder. 








Uatil the End 
oF Time 
DAMIEN BARDOT aka. st Seen see 
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2% OP MYSTERS 
Early Chicago Punk: http://punkdatabase.com/ 
Jack Kirby Museum: http://kirbymuseum.org/ 
Wayland Flowers & Madame...minus Wayland: 
www.madameandme.com 
Lil’ Nomis: http:/Awww. youtube.com/watch?v=28qMmfJC1wl 
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(by Gentleman John Battles) 
--.Beatles/Stones connections, real or imagined. 
1. Lennon and McCartney did backing vocal duties on The 
Stones' overlooked classic, "We Love You," recorded in protest to 
Mick and Keith's recent imprisonment. It's interesting to note that 
Steve Marriott's strong backing vocals on Bill Wyman's "In Another 
Land," cut in Jagger and Richards' absence, were later replaced by 
Jagger's own vocals. BTW, it's been suggested that Lennon and 
McCartney also sang backing vocals on the better-known (if, 
arguably inferior) flipside, "Dandelion.” | wouldn’t fight that theory 
if I had The Kray Twins AND Peter Grant in my corner. 
2. The Beatles-"You Know My Name (Look Up My Number). 
The flipside of "Let it Be" has got to be the loosest concoction to 
bear The Beatles’ brand name, at least while the group was still 
officially together. Brian Jones, not long for this world, by then, 


joined in on saxophone. 


3. The Stones repay a favo(u)r: Sergeant Pepper's sleeve featured 
a doll in a "Welcome The Rolling Stones" sweater. The Stones 
included all four Beatles' faces on the cover of "Their Satanic 
Majesties Request" LP. It's more difficult to see all four of them in 
the 3-D version of the album cover. 

4. John Lennon's first. JL’s 1" solo venture: happened when he 
was invited to perform at The Rolling Stones' Rock n’ Roll Circus 
over the Xmas holidays (while, at roughly the same time, Elvis was 
taping his '68 Comeback Special). The Beatles were still together, 
but the classic Stones lineup was disintegrating. Lennon, reportedly 
very nervous, pulled it off without a hitch, aided by Keith Richard, 
Eric Clapton, Mitch Mitchell, Violinist Ivor Gitley, and, of course, 
Yoko Ono. 

5. More? While both bands were known to fraternize a great deal, 
knowing full well that each depended on the cooperation and input 
of the other, it's not known on how many of each other's sessions 
members of either group may have appeared, but it's well known 
they did attend each other's sessions. Such speculation has fueled 
the bootleg trade for years.The Masked Marauders, supposedly 
featuring Jagger, Lennon and Dylan, remains one of the more 
spectacular goofs. It's widely believed that Brian Jones played the 
exotic woodwinds on "Baby You're a Rich Man," and, I'm inclined 
to agree. Jagger, of course, was at the televised recording of "All 
You Need is Love," but his vocals are casual at best, like the other 
attendees, and don't even appear to be audible in this VERY relaxed 
setting. Rumo(u)r has it that Jagger later invited all four former 
Beatles to his first wedding, in the hopes of instigating an 
impromptu Beatles reunion. Ringo, Paul, and maybe George (?) 


joined the crazed revelers on the Transatlantic flight. A jam session 


may have ensued, but, Lennon and Jagger's ongoing, but 
increasingly distant, friendship, did not call for Lennon to 
reconvene, even socially, with his former bandmates, when he only 
appeared to truly like one of them at the time. 

++. R ‘n’ R Name Droppers 

1. Joe Jackson "The Evil Eye" ("I got the candles burning low, I got 
The Cramps on the stereo") 

2. The Archies "Waldo P. Emerson Jones" ("He says he knows The 
Beatles, S & G [Simon and Garfunkel] and JIMMY PAGE!”) 

3. X-Ray Spex "Let's Submerge" ("Dagger glares from Richard 
Hell") 

4. Deep Purple-"Smoke on The Water" ("Frank Zappa and The 
Mothers were at the best place around...") 

5. Venus and The Razor Blades-"Punk-O-Rama". The Kim Fowley 
cash-in attempt on punk had at least a couple of memorable toons, 





the best known being this namedropping Punk History 101, which 
namechecks some of the right people, but, it has GOT to be the only 
song to mention another failed Kim Fowley Power Pop prodigy, 
The Hollywood Stars (Fronted by Reuben De Fuentes, briefly in a 
version of Blue Cheer), who basically had nothing to do with punk, 
but whose LP is not without it's pleasures. 

...MORE signs of profanity on "Saturday Night, Live.” Yet again. 
Believe it or Nuts. 

1, When Al Jarreau, performed one of his typically pleasant 
numbers, "We'll Get By,” on February 14, 1976, he may have 
gotten away with murder. Twice. First, he sings, in a sly, nearly 
scatting, pattern, "Lovin' and tuggin’ and huggin' and rubbin' and 
tuggin' and FUGGIN’ "Sure, he pulls it off with plenty of cool, but 
the other bit of innuendo is WAY more disturbing. Earlier in the 
song, Jarreau sings, "...and I stabbed my first man-child in the eye, 
yvall." WTF?!! 

2. It's all true, what you may have heard or read, that Captain 
Beefheart, in a seldom-seen 1980 appearance on SNL, performed 
"Ash Tray Heart," then, tipped his hat to an utterly silent audience. 
The silence was broken by a lone audience member, who yelled," 


don't remember hearing that little outburst from the peanut gallery 
(with the time difference - I was already seeing it an hour after they 
aired it on the East Coast- they may have censored it in time). It 
turns out, Beefheart's appearance was never shown in reruns until 
Comedy Central ran it, uncensored, in recent years. 

3, Ina rarely seen musical excerpt, when FEAR, performed on SNL 
(At special guest, John Belushi’s insistence), | could hear at least 
two audience shouts of the F-word. 

4. On March 15, 1980, for the 100th show, Bill Murray and Paul 
Schaeffer are featured in a routine that is a blatant parody of the 
infamous Troggs Tapes (the members of The Troggs were caught on 
tape in a go-nowhere recording session, cursing one another with 
hilarious results). While the SNL routine is set in Medieval England, 
with Schaeffer leading a troupe of minstrels, all trying to learn a 
new musical arrangement for visiting Royalty, "Her Ladyship, 
Eleanor of Gaunt." Murray, basically in the role of The Late Ronnie 
Bond, the Troggs’ original drummer, tries to lay down four beats in 
a row, only to get defensive with his bandmates (as on The Troggs 
Tapes. This whole shtick was later aped by Spinal Tap, and the 
similar, but far superior, "Young Ones" offshoot, Bad News). 
Schaeffer is having a cow by now, repeatedly using the word 
"Floggin", by way of a more acceptable substitute for "Fuggin'" or 
"Fuckin'," but when he says it about a dozen times, you're thinking, 
"Someone! Say it, already!" Finally, Bill Murray proclaims "Ya 
froze our whole fookin' time off!". There is no mistaking. Suddenly, 
her Ladyship appears, in the form of John Belushi, in full Victorian 
drag. Belushi, along with former funnyman, Dan Akyroyd, had gone 
on extended leave from the program to work on "The Blues 
Brothers" movie. I was fortunate enough to see them both precede 
Muddy Waters with a surprise performance at Chicagofest a few 
months later. For the 100th episode, Belushi agreed to appear in this 
skit, as well as the intro. He rationalizes, much like Troggs’ 
frontman, Reg Presley, "It's floggin' four beats!". BUT, it came 
outsounding like something else, entirely, and I don't mean the 
beats. Within a few months, "The Not Ready For Prime Time 
Players" would never again perform together as a whole. THAT'S 
something to shout the "F" word about. 

5. Outta SNL trivia, but here’s a Mary Tyler Moore Show reference. 
In one episode Rhoda (Valerie Harper), tells Mary, in her trademark 
faux-New York Jewish accent, "It's like living with Dinah Shore!", 
but, it comes out suspiciously, in fact, uncannily, like "It's like livin’ 
VAGINA SHORE.” 


MASKED ROCKNROLL UPDATE 


Spinnaface — This Portland DJ has a spinna for a face. Deadmau5 
- Joel Thomas Zimmerman is a Canadian electro dance 
producer DJ dude who usually wears a giant mouse head. 








FATTOOTH - makeup-slathered Canadian 
comic/horror metal band, they come off in their funny, pummeling 
songs as a more pleasant Gwar. Members include Lil’ Dead Riding 
Hood, Hucifer, Stevie Ray Gone, and Buddha. 





John 5 — The Marilyn Manson/Rob Zombie guitarist is notable for 
all his great masks and makeup, and also because he is reportedly 
writing for Lynyrd Skynyrd now! 


TRUCK MUSIC UPDATE 


Cliff Bruner’s Boys “Truck Driver's Blues” In our trucking issue 
we didn’t talk about this Western Swing classic from 1939, 
considered the first truckin’ record. Texan Bruner began playing the 
medicine show/vaudeville circuit probsbly in the 20s and was an 
established fiddler by the 30s. His best known group, the Texas 
Wanderers were top country artists in their heyday, and he lived to 
see the year 2000, performing until the end. This song, by 
Louisiana-born songwriter Ted Daffan, set the standard for truckin’ 
tunes: Feelin’ kinda weary, from my head down to my shoes (2x) 

I got a low down feelin'/Truck Driver's Blues 

Keep them wheels a-rollin', I ain't got no time to lose (2x) 

Just a low down feelin'/Truck Driver's Blues 

Ride, ride, ride, ride on into town (2x) 

My honky tonk gal is waitin'/I got troubles to drown 

I never did have nothin’, 1 got nothin’ much to lose 

But the low down feelin'/ Truck Driver's Blues 








MIDGET ROCKNROLL UPDATE 





DUNN & DORIN - Michael Dunn, the 46” actor who played the 
villainous Dr. Miguelito Loveless on the cowboy/sci fi/spy show 
Wild Wild West prior to his TV breakthrough had a nightclub act 
singing with actress Phoebe Dorin. The two appeared in Broadway 
plays and after curtain would go to Central Park and sing duets by 
the Plaza Fountain, where they developed a small cult following. 
This developed into a Greenwich Village nightclub act (which 
involved special steps so he could appear ti or certain numbers) 
and they played all over New York, at Mr. Kelly’s in Chicago, and 
on The Today Show. When Dunn was cast in Wild Willd West Dorin 
was hired to play Antoinette, his assistant, and vocal duets were 
included in the show. (Thanks to Beatle Bob) 

MUSICAL DWARF PRESS PHOTOS (if you have more 
info, please share): 
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ROBOT ROCKNROLL UPDATE 


Shit Robot — The alter ego of Dublin/NYC dance/DJ/DFA dude 
Marcus Lambkin. Has been pictured in robot mask, though usually 
just looks like a human being. 

Robotonists — California indie band —robot-centric in name only 
Rubber Robot — Austin sci fi rockers — though for some reason 
look like horses, not automatons. 

Human Tim + Robot Tim - Chicago man/machine kiddie music 
duo! 


he 





Robotic Musicianship Group — Georgia Tech band/experiment 
that involves integrating robots in meaningful ways with human 
musicians (with some emphasis on improvisation). HAILE is an 
improvisational percussionist (on a World Music kick) and 
SHIMON plays marimba, and is more of a jazz-bo. 








waar 3 ee aN 
Robot Attack (a/k/a Robot Army) — Short-lived all robot band. See 
www.youtube.com/watch?v=oDr4a5G-VyM 

Pat Metheny — Making his first appearance in our pages, the fusion- 
ish jazz guitarist has currently been touring with something he calls 
the Orchestrion Project, in which he plays full concerts accompanied 
by a stage full of solenoid and pneumatically driven robots playing 
musical instruments. If Captured by Robots went New Age this 
would be his thing! 











Absolut Quartet — For some reason Absolut vodka sponsored in 
some way the creation perhaps and interactive life/publicity for a 
computer powered, ping pong ball-cannon marimba machine, with 
sexy robot fingers and a now defunct web based interface. The 
video they used as the main sample was a bit smooth and twee for 
my tastes musically, but as with SHIMON, there are a lot of 
possibilities for robotic marimba. There is also a companion 
project, Absolut Choir, which is a 22 part speech synthesizing multi- 
channel robotic choir. See the remnants of this odd use of corporate 
money at www.absolut.com/absolutmachines 

KarmetikK Machine Orchestra — This project combines custom 
robotic instruments and “human performers with modified 
instruments, unique musical interfaces, and hemispherical speaker- 
pods.” Reports from the group’s January debut say that they skewed 
towards World Music and away from futurism. 


SAMMY UPDATE 


From Tony Curtis’ recent GQ interview: 

I heard from someone you had a club. Can you tell me about the 
Face Club? 

Yeah, | was a member of the Face Men of America. Sammy Davis, 
me, Frank Sinatra was an honorary member. 

What were the membership requirements for the Face Men? 
Well, going down on somebody. 

How did you prove it to the guys? 

You pick out the girl, and if you had that experience, you detailed it 
in your conversation. Sammy, you see, he had to do it. He was 
inadequate. 

What do you mean? 

He was a tiny little guy. 

Even in his schvanz? 

Yes, right. Tiny little guy and he had to make up for the difference 
between prick and penis. 

Was this back in the day when this wasn't so commonly done? 
No, very few, it was very few. [Laughs] And you know, I don't want 
to be unkind. The attitudes people have towards sex and what it 
represents, you know, it's ludicrous, these kinds of experiences 
become...they become vulgar. I never fooled around with guys. 
That to me was something offensive. And I became very careful of 
that because I attracted a lot of fellows. 
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Bonus: SAMMY's autographed JFK photo popped up online 
recently. | think the inscription says: “To Sammy Dann, - wim 
mery hio5 mjaendr — (signed) Drr Hamniny” 





lan Whitcomb 


Confessions Of A British Invader 








fair in Battersea Park, even though the ice cream tasted like 
margarine. Over the Tannoy speakers buzzed a current pop song, 
British-made: "If you're a Londoner just like me, meet me in 
Battersea Park; there's music and dancing, a place for 
romancing..." There was definitely a problem with homemade 
pop; the song was a waltz and sung by a local crooner always 
pictured in the papers clad in a cardigan and smoking a pipe. 
Fortunately there were visiting weekends at school. Then my 
understanding parents would drive me to Brighton, where, on the 
beach between two sad and rusty piers, shimmered the Super- 
American Fun Pal- ace. Boing, boing, boing, clung went the fleet 
of pinball machines, made in the U.S.A. and painted with 
incendiary blondes squired by Burt Lancasters. Over this 
wondrous scene came crashing American pop, sent out from on 
high by four great bullhorns. I knew the words to this inspirational 
music and could pipe about hot kisses and the Deep South. 

Back at school, and no good at sports, | found my niche by 
forming my first band, a kazoo ensemble; with lavatory paper 
wrapped around combs, we hummed the hits of the day: "Answer 
Me, My Love" and "Shrimp Boats." One night, on the BBC, just 
after the news about Korea, we heard a terrific new record called 
"Kiss Me Big." The singer, Tennessee Ernie Ford, sang in a 
strong cowboy twang of wanting to be hugged and grabbed, to 
"stand and quiver like I've bin stabbed." I was captivated by 
"Tennessee" and in particular the driving boogie beat of his band. 
During the holidays I bought the record and often simply gazed at 
the label's enticing picture of a tower of disk platters, the home of 
Capitol Records. Whenever I played it to my sister and her 
friends, they stuck fingers in their ears and grimaced, That made 
me like the record even more. This was outlaw music; this was the 
Big Beat. I was ready for the world. 

After prep school the next institution to which I was sent was 
public school, meaning private school. A great sacrifice for my 
parents, but boarding schools were the proper training ground for 
all would-be British gentlemen. As vicious as any urban jungle 
(minus the guns), these schools prepared us for the rough-and- 


I always used music. Pop songs were my escape chute from the tumble of the adult world. Some of the toughest wheelers and 
austerity of postwar Britain, a drab and flaccid land where I wore dealers of British rock in the 1960s and 1970s graduated from 
thick long underwear and Wellington boots, where I was always these expensive institutions: Brian Epstein, Peter Asher, Denny 
saying good-bye to my parents and trying not to cry. On the grimy Cordell, Andrew Loog Oldham, Simon Napier-Bell. 

train puffing me back to boarding school by the mud gray sea, | Napier-Bell, known as "Fruity," was already at Bryanston when I 
would counter the clacking wheels by chanting such songs as arrived in 1955. But he was a hot trumpeter in the school jazz 
"Enjoy Yourself (It's Later Than You Think)" preparing for the band and had no time for Tennessee Ernie or me. There was 


inevitability of rough blankets, bullies, the eating of toothpaste, 
the learning of Latin, and the mystery of math. 

England wasn't swinging in 1951. It was always raining, not just 
outside but in the heart as well. The grownups said life was much 
better before the war, before the Americans arrived. Why, 
demanded my teachers, do you read American comic books 
crammed with cowboys, gangsters, and sudden death? Why do 
you sing silly songs like "Never Trust a Woman"? (Phil Harris 
and His Orchestra, HMV 5623, I could have told them.) When 
will you progress to Gilbert and Sullivan? 

Now I can tell them: I liked America for the name alone, rolling 
along like a prairie; I liked the shouting colors of those comic 
books with their slogan, "68 Big Pages—Don't Take Less!"; I 
liked the slick clang of American pop with its promise of a more 
exciting world across the sea; I liked the grinning curvy cars, and 
the healthy sweater girls with breasts pointing aggressively; I 
longed to clamber inside a pair of tight blue jeans. 

Back in that year, 1951, we visited the Festival of Britain, a 
celebration of a coming new age. The part I enjoyed was the fun 


something piquant about listening to American music deep in the 
lushest Dorset countryside, in Thomas Hardy land. In our 
regulation gray shorts and open-neck shirts, my friends and I 
spent many a lazy afternoon in the long grass with a portable 
gramophone, engrossed in King Oliver, Jelly Roll Morton, and 
Big Bill Broonzy. 

Suddenly, that year, rock 'n' roll hit Britain, springing out at us 
fully armed like Minerva from the head of Jove. By December the 
hit parade was led by "Rock Around the Clock," played by Bill 
Haley and His Comets, The avuncular chief scout of rock 'n' roll 
was first received at Bryanston from the hissing radio secreted in 
Smythe-Crotchford's bed, after lights-out one night. From Radio 
Luxembourg, sandwiched between the gabble of French and 
German stations, we heard Bill Haley's good news train clickety- 
clacking through the ether, firing rim shots at nearby music 
teachers, dropping molten rock on the history-laden trees of 
England. There would be no stopping this boogie train. For 
Bryanston and for Britain this new music came simple and select, 
trailing no grim history of Africa-America, of poor white trash, of 








hillbillies and juke joints, of suffering jazzmen and blues folk. 
There were no complications. There was no responsibility. 

Early one morning I sneaked out and wrote in the snow covering 
the school lawn the incantation "ROCK 'N' ROLL." Magical 
name, gleaming future, lure of America, call of the wild! I 
determined then and there to somehow make my own rock 'n' roll. 
I was not alone. Embryonic Beatles, Rolling Stones, Yardbirds, 
Led Zeppelins, and Dave Clark Fives were going through the 
same experience. 

So it came to be that my father, braving the tough guys of the 
music trade in London's West End, traded in my accordion for a 
Spanish guitar with a golden sunburst finish. But authentic rock 'n’ 
roll performance required electrification, and we hadn't the cash 
for that. Fortunately, at about that time, there developed in Britain 
a craze for American folk and blues songs played by skiffle 
groups. This had been started by a local jazz fellow called Lonnie 
Donegan, with his unlikely hit record "The Rock Island Line." 
The skiffle style employed strummed guitars, simple chords, and 


lots of energy. Soon this do-it-yourself music swept the country of 


the young, and we all were singing lustily (if hardly authentically) 
of cotton fields, chain gangs, and being on the "Last Train to San 
Fernando" and declaiming that "This Land Is Your Land." 

At Bryanston I quickly formed the first school skiffle group. The 
resident jazz buffs threw up their hands. It would not be long, they 


warned, before I'd be dragging the "unacceptable face of 


capitalism" into the school by starting a rock 'n' roll band. Which 
is exactly what I did—because Elvis had hit, and his face and his 
stance seemed to replicate in real life all those superheroes I'd so 
admired in the American action comics of my prep school days. 

In my last year at school, 1959, I presented the first-ever 
Bryanston rock 'n' roll group, complete with electrified acoustic 
guitars and starring me, fat and in my Sunday suit, doing my 
impression of Elvis (an Elvis, of course, who was then slim and 
sleek and dangerous). But the boys loved my performance; | 
became a sort of hero, and it was amazing to realize that you 
could be a hero without being good at sports. 

I left school in a daze, and in a state of permanent adolescence 
(not a bad condition for a future rock star). I got a job working at 
Harrods department store in London, selling records, pleading 
with the customers to buy the latest Jerry Lee Lewis or Chuck 
Berry rather than the Mantovani. I had been privileged to be 
witness to rock 'n' roll's classic age, the crucible when the new 
music had been defined as a sound, as a style, and as an attitude. 
In 1961, after almost two years in the real world, I retreated to the 
safety of another institution. I enrolled as a junior freshman in the 
Modern History and Political Thought honors course at Trinity 
College, Dublin. TCD at the time was noted as an easy-living 
university, much favored by Scottish earls, Egyptian counts, and 
African royalty. Nobody seemed to do much academic work, but 
there was a thriving community in and around a network of bars 
within yards of the university campus. 

There was also a college jazz band (which I immediately joined as 
pianist), and, even better, there were actual black men to study so 
that I could understand at close quarters the authentic roots of the 
Big Beat. Alas, | soon found that many of my African classmates 
wore pinstripe suits, carried rolled umbrellas, and preferred 
Gilbert and Sullivan to Muddy Waters. 

By this time, you see, in my digs into American culture, I had 
discovered rhythm and blues, the electrified city version of the old 
country blues. R&B, as the music trade papers termed it, seemed 
to be an overexcited, naked Adam of the metropolis—and the 








parent of rock 'n' roll, the other parent being Tennessee Ernie and 
his country-western brothers. 

It was an old Etonian friend who steered me from the clanging of 
Muddy Waters to the immediate shouts and rants and grunts of 
James Brown. I got into a state of febrile excitement, and at the 
end of the term I sailed to England and bused to the Ealing Club 
in London to hear our local version of R&B: Alexis Korner and 
his band, Blues Incorporated. Korner was the son of an Austrian 
cavalry officer; his bluesmen had cockney accents. Mick Jagger 
and Brian Jones sat in from time to time. If these local lads could 
have a bash, then so could I! I bought lots of LPs at the West End 
import shops: John Lee Hooker, Willie Dixon, Champion Jack 
Dupree—grassroots and concrete-based men who had seen and 
suffered and sang the truth. I studied their music, taking it to bits 
as others had done with radios and cars, and I tried to reproduce 
their bent and battered phrases on the sideboard piano in my 
parents’ flat. 

Back in Dublin, supposedly studying working-class movements 
and Karl Marx, I put together an R&B band called Warren (I was 
a fan of Warren Beatty) Whitcomb & His Bluesmen. This 
consisted of lapsed college jazz musicians accompanying me as I 
pounded the piano and shouted about getting my mojo working or 
using a blackjack bone to ward off enemies. 

In the summer of 1963, that fatal year, I was finally able to make 
a pilgrimage to the land of my dreams, the source of my sounds. I 
went on a student charter flight to New York, bought a ninety- 
nine-day, ninety-nine-dollar Greyhound bus ticket, and set off to 
see the places of my choice. Not the Grand Canyon, not 
Washington, not Disneyland—but Nashville, New Orleans, Los 
Angeles, and the West Coast beaches. At the end of my trip I 
managed to talk myself into a job entertaining at a student 
coffeehouse in Seattle's Pioneer Square. How impressed everyone 





was that I knew American folksongs like "The Sporting Life Is 
Killin' Me." And how shocked I was to find that the college kids 
knew little about the real country blues and, much worse, were 
wary of the urban shouts and screams of James Brown and his 
Famous Flames. They preferred to hear scrubbed-clean folksongs 
concerning jolly coachmen or being stuck a thousand miles from 
home, Flaxen-haired coeds stroked guitars and sang sepulchrally 
with eyes tightly closed. When I mentioned my love of Elvis & 
Co., the collegians talked of commercialism. I saw rock 'n' roll, 
and especially R&B, not only as great entertainment but also as 
strong meat flavored with the salt of truth. 

Back to Britain and the problem of how to create a proper home 
product that wasn't an aping of American pop. Rock and Britain 
seemed inimical. My country was a land of homely comedians, of 
Shakespeare and tea cozies and everything covered in batter. 
Imagine, then, my shock and surprise when I returned from 
America to find every-body talking about the Beatles. A silly 
name, I said, a play on Buddy Holly's Crickets. Now, the Rolling 
Stones were another matter: They were keeping the R&B torch 
alight and moving. They had sass too: They sneered, they never 
smiled, they couldn't care less. And Mick Jagger with his slim 
hips and huge rubber lips seemed outrageously sexy. 

But it was, at first, the cheeky, cheery northerners who were the 
darlings of the press and public. With their retreading of 
American R&B records and their own trifles like "Love Me Do" 
and "I Want to Hold Your Hand," the Beatles were a far cry from 
"I'm Your Hoochie Man" and the rigors of R&B. We true blues 
devotees were certain the Beatles could never break into the 
American hit parade. Americans had invented R&B and R&R and 
pop; why on earth would they want to buy pallid reproductions 
from a group of weedy limeys? But, as all the world knows, 
America did buy the Beatles. After a little huffing and puffing | 
stopped trying to reason why and determined to catch the wave 
and land on the U.S. beach as a bright and breezy British Invader. 
For suddenly everything British was in style. 

Here, in my capacity as cultural historian, | should stop the 
narrative in order to interject a calm telescopic view of this 
turbulent period. 

The British Invaders weren't acting only for reasons of fun and 
money but also out of a sincere (and well- researched) admiration 
for the musical heritage of the United States, a treasury woefully 
overlooked by most Americans. Maybe this was because 
Americans, being a go-ahead people, had (and still have) a 
healthy obsession for the new and immediate and thus quickly 
discard the old and out of fashion. Maybe the reason they often 
can't recognize the dirty gold on their streets is the same reason 
that I and many of my British colleagues can't see why there's 
such an enthusiastic Shakespeare industry in the U.S.A. The grass 
is greener, as the saying goes. 

At any rate, historically it's always been foreigners who have 
taken America's musical heritage seriously. In the 1930s and 
1940s it was -French, Belgian, and British writers who 
championed jazz. Later the Germans grew academic about 
ragtime. The Oxford Companion to Popular Music was written by 
an Englishman, as was the first serious examination of rock 'n' 
roll, The Sound of the City, by Charlie Gillett. In 1967 I was the 
first writer, in the Los Angeles Times, to examine and question 
the so-called poetry of the new psychedelic rock groups, and there 
was an angry reaction from the rock industry, which saw the 
music only in terms of sales figures. 

The fact is that British musicians have always been in the 
vanguard as curators of the traditions of ragtime, jazz, and 


authentic rock 'n' roll—from Harry Roy, Ken Colyer, and Chris 
Barber to the Beatles, Rolling Stones, and my own Bluesville. We 
studied the shouts, grunts, and blue note crushes as we listened 
repeatedly to our precious imported American records. We 
analyzed, we copied, and eventually we created, exporting back to 
America the vibrant, hurting, ultimately joyful musical culture so 
neglected in the country of its origin. 

In the summer of 1964 I returned to the Seattle coffeehouse, but 
as a new person to a new country. Tragedy—the assassination of 
President Kennedy—had somehow created the right conditions 
for novelty. Americans were thrilled by the idea that sexiness 
could come in the shape of British lads fresh from a land of tally- 
ho and teacups. I had also worked hard to improve my 
appearance, with pushups, a chest expander, and a special diet 
(mainly, no more chips or Mars bars), plus a real leather jacket, a 
roll-neck striped jersey, and a pudding-basin haircut. 

The coffeehouse was ready, festooned with a big banner: IAN 
WHITCOMB —DIRECT FROM LONDON VIA LIVERPOOL! 
I was ready with rock 'n' roll songs as well as the music-hall 
numbers from last year. But the patrons liked the rock songs best; 
by simply shouting, sighing, panting, I was able to get the 
attention of lots of lovely girls. One night one of them murmured, 
"Ian, your accent is really turning me on!" What an odd image, I 
thought. You turn on a tap, not a person. I visualized boiling 
liquid emanating from her. But I stored away the phrase. 
Meanwhile, I determined to land myself a record contract. In my 
baggage was a tape, a bluesy instrumental I'd recorded in a 
basement as a theme for a Trinity College revue. With this little 
artifact I felt armed and ready to combine musical integrity with 
commercial considerations. The masses would be taught music 
history in a populist manner by a university man, trumpeting 
abroad the hidden treasures of the African-American, of the 
hillbilly, the descendants of indentured servants, of oppressed 
East Europeans. Inner city, outer rural transmogrified pop culture 


I consulted the Seattle Yellow Pages for "Recording Companies," 
eventually running across one Jerry Dennon, reckoned to be 
"King of Northwest Rock" for having produced the infamous frat 
classic "Louie Louie," by the Kingsmen. With my crinkly tape I 
visited Dennon, explaining that I could be as big as Mick Jagger. 
He nodded and consulted a music-business paper. Yes indeed, the 
Rolling Stones were charting and also annoying Dean Martin. 
Yes, he'd give me a contract and release my tape. I was now a 
recording artist. Next stop was to become a star. 

Just before I returned to Trinity, Jerry Dennon presented me with 
a box of 45-rpm disks, my very first record, "Soho," as my college 
revue tune was now called. Here I was, immortalized in plastic. I 
stared at the label all the way home on the plane. 

Back at school I showed the records to Bluesville and told them 
we were going to have a hit. They weren't impressed. Why should 
they be? Seattle was a long way away, and there were local club 
dates to play. 

In these rough-and-tumble places we were getting accepted as 
Ireland's only authentic R&B band, and I was starting to savor the 
greatest pop weap-on of all, sex. Let me give you an example. 
Bluesville was appearing at a charity function at a church hall in 
Mount Merrion. We were now surrounded by the latest in 
electronic devices. Amplifiers to the right of us, to the left of us, 
and behind us, amplifiers glowing with red lights, studded with 
chrome lettering spelling "Fender Showman." Guitars, all electric 
and with solid bodies, and even a gleaming gold sax. And me 
standing at the battered old church-hall piano, its innards stuffed 





with thick chrome microphones. When we plugged in, we'd 
amaze the welkin, waken the dead, bring an end to Celtic 
Twilight! 

Fueled by ale and stout, we gave our audience raw chunks of 
R&B, while I sang on top of this stew about having the blues all 
‘round my bed every day, feeling fairly honest because it was cold 
in Dublin that winter. . . . Suddenly— 

wham!—I tripped on a wire and fell headlong into our city of 
amplifiers. What a foul-up! 

But no, wait! As I lay sprawled there, I heard a scream—a girlish 
one—and then more, excited, sexual. My bottom touched a loose 
amplifier wire, and the electric shock sent me leaping into the air 
with a jackknife movement in the Jagger manner. A howl of 
ecstasy rose from the hall. Then I limped around the stage while 
Bluesville played on, although my accident had rendered their 
guitars acoustical. But the thump of the drums was enough to 
accompany my dance of agony, and soon the crowd was joining 
in with claps and yelps. My sense of this was later confirmed 
when the college postman delivered a letter to my rooms: "Ian, I 
would like to have sexual intercoarse [sic] with you at your 
earliest convenience. Yours, Moira." 

This was all very exciting, but the problem remained of how to 
capture my inadvertent stage magnetism on record. My Seattle- 
released "Soho" hadn't done the trick, and there had been an awful 
silence from Jerry Dennon, the dream of golden summers on 
golden beaches with golden bodies fading away. So quite 
deliberately I decided to fabricate a hit record. 

I took the old ragtime number that I'd been performing at the 
coffee- house, "The Sporting Life Is Killin’ Me," and gave it some 
British Invasion touches. I would make the old song sound like 
that recent hit by the Animals (from Newcastle): "The House of 
the Rising Sun," another transmogrified American folksong. With 
jerky arpeggiated guitar chords and the gospel combination of 
piano and organ, as well as my own particular brand of English 
angst, our recording was eventually completed. At Christmas I 
flew over to Seattle with the tape of "This Sporting Life" and told 
Jerry Dennon there was absolutely no doubt we had a hit. He 
nodded and made an "O" sign with a finger and thumb. 

The record was released on Jerden Records in Seattle in January 
1965. Almost immediately it became "Pick of the Week" on the 
local powerhouse rocker station, KJR. Dick Clark was soon 
featuring it on American Bandstand. The college postman handed 
me a telegram: "Record released nationally by Tower Records, a 
subsidiary of Capitol. Record makes charts next week. Get 
Bluesville in accord as am arriving to make album soon. Regards, 
Jerry Dennon." Capitol Records! Home of Tennessee Ernie Ford! 
Get Bluesville in accord. Getting them in one place at one time 
would be work enough. More important, I had to rustle up some 
songs for the album. Some I wrote, others I found. The most 
promising seemed to be an antiwar number called "No Tears for 
Johnny," a surefire follow-up to "This Sporting Life." My pop 
would be taken seriously; my recordings would slot in with ease 
beside my Marxist studies. Life would be in rhythm, in a groove. . 
. Jerry Dennon arrived in the middle of the Easter term, 
accompanied by his delightful wife and a briefcase full of 
business papers. I booked them into the only hotel in Dublin that 
offered ice water. Between lectures I conferred with Jerry about 
the forthcoming album, suggesting a cheap studio. He gave the 
"O" sign. Then he presented me with a pile of contracts: for 
recording, publishing, personal management. Me, the subject of 
long-winded contracts! I signed and signed. 


Next evening Bluesville and I cut our album in a tiny studio near 
the famous post office where, in 1916, the Irish Republic had been 
declared. Most of the time was spent on the antiwar song; I felt 
sure I would be the next Joan Baez. With a few minutes left at the 
end of the session, we decided to record a version of a song with 
no name, a funny thing we'd been exciting the girls with at local 
beat clubs. It involved some orgasmic panting and no lyrics 
except the repetition of the phrase You turn me on, the words that 
the Seattle girl had murmured to me. 

As the resulting recording was to become a monster hit—one that 
is now a golden oldie, is still played every day somewhere in the 
U.S.A., has been also recorded by Mae West, the Surfaris, Sandy 
Nelson, and Brazil's top rocker, was featured ad nauseam in the 
movie Encino Man, was for a time an anthem of the gay liberation 
movement, inspired William Burroughs when he had a case of 
writer's block, et cetera, et cetera—I intend to go into the creation 
of this classic in some detail. I'm still flummoxed by its success, 
I'm still trying to rid myself of this albatross. And yet ... "You 
Turn Me On," I think, is as good and honest a piece of rock 'n' roll 
as you'll ever hear. 

Like the British Empire, this song was conceived in a fit of 
absence of mind. Nothing was planned. The tape rolled; Jerry 
paced the room, nodding; the band set off at a boogie shuffle pace 
on a bluesy gospel lick of ancient origin but recently popularized 
by Jimmy Reed, Chuck Berry, Jerry Lee Lewis, Marvin Gaye, and 
count-less others. During the instrumental opening chorus an 
ashtray, powered by the music, slid off my piano and thudded 
onto the floor. But the band chugged on, so I thought I might as 
well contribute a vocal for the heck of it since the take was 
already ruined. I sang in a high-pitched, whimpering voice, and I 
made up the full lyrics as I went along. Here is a transcript: 

Come on now honey—you know 

you really turn me on! 

Come on now honey—you know 

you really turn me on! 

And when, when you do—huh! 

huh! huh! huh! huh! huh!— 

that's my song! 

Come on now baby—come on and 

do the jerk with me! 

Come on now honey—come on 

and do the jerk with me! 

And if, if you do—huh! huh! huh! 

huh! huh! huh!—that's my song! 

We listened to the playback, had a laugh, and went our various 
ways. The protest song was to be the hit, a worthy successor to 
"This Sporting Life," already in the Top Ten of Los Angeles. 
Over in Hollywood, inside the tower that resembled a stack of 
platters, the Tower Records executives ignored "No Tears for 
Johnny" but took the panting track seriously. A seasoned 
promotion man, "Jumping" George Sherlock felt its potential 
immediately. "It's a record," he said. "Definitely a happening one. 
A possible stone fox smash." The president of the label, genial 
Gordon "Bud" Fraser, a twenty-five-year veteran of the disk 
business, a man who had walked with Sinatra, gave Jumping 
George a brief: Make a few test pressings, and take this mother 
and run it around the stations if you feel so hot for this weird 
thing. Run it up the flagpole, in other words, and see if anyone 
salutes (both Bud and Jumping were fifties people). 

At my rooms at Trinity College the telegrams came in once more. 
"You Tum Me On" (a.k.a. "The Turn On Song") is a "pick" in 
Billboard, Cashbox, Record World, and Music Business and is 





becoming a "national breakout" via Los Angeles. "We're shipping 
50,000 of these babies a day! Are you ready for this, lan baby??" 
—signed by George Sherlock, the West Coast promotion chief. . . 
. "Ian your record will make it big. Working to put it in Top Ten 
within next thirty days. Regards Gordon "Bud" Fraser, President 
Tower Records." . . . "You are scheduled to appear on the ABC 
TV network show Shindig next week. Jerry." ... 

Stardom at last! First | was flown to New York, where Tower's 
East Coast personnel greeted me. One of the promotion men, a 
Mr. Licata, rehearsed me in my hotel room, showing me how to 
mime ("lip synch") to my record, suggesting spins and hand 
gestures. Then I was escorted around the trade-paper offices, to 
shake hands with kindly old gents who had pipes and memories of 
the great days when Frankie Laine and Guy Mitchell were riding 
high in the charts, when artists were under the control of the 
executives and knew their places in the great well-oiled American 
entertainment machine. Now all was chaos; the inmates had taken 
over the asylum. Could you believe the surliness of those Rolling 
Stones, Kinks, Animals? None of them can read music, none of 
them could play Vegas! Now you, Iron —you got class, you got 
manners. And also a stone fox smash, added Mr. Licata. "You 
Turn Me On" was currently at No. 25, with a bullet. 

Mr. Licata next escorted me to the TV studio where I lip-synched 
to my record. Back to camera for a few bars, spin around slow and 
British, sidle about, and then cup hands sexily for the panting on 
the "Huh! Huh!" break. These shows were all the same, all 
without any order or direction. Show business was not yet 
prepared for framing the British Invaders as it had gorgeously 
framed Gene Kelly, Fred Astaire, and even Elvis. It had no idea 
what to do with these untamed youngsters from the erstwhile land 
of the bowler hat. Nor did I have any idea what to do. I was a 





student having fun, enamored of America, longing to meet some 
of my R&B idols and sorry that Jelly Roll Morton was dead. 

I remember well one of these television lip-synch shows—in 
upstate New York and employing an endless array of miming 
stars, including Aretha Franklin, Sammy Davis, Jr., and Dizzy 
Gillespie, all selling their latest wares, the little bit of vinyl. The 
kid audience showed scant interest in these stars and too much in 
me, screaming at every shake of my long hair. Beatles stardust 
had fallen like dandruff onto my shoulders. These kids were 
crying for me simply because of my magical connection with 
England, Liverpool, Manchester, Newcastle, whatever, so long as 
it was cutely rude and British, I approached Dizzy Gillespie to 
commiserate with him, but he merely shrugged his shoulders and 
emptied some spittle from his trumpet. 

Next stop, Hollywood. At the Los Angeles Airport I was mobbed 
in the arrivals area. Girls, some very little, broke through the 
police barriers to press into my hands stuffed animals, brownies, 
Bermuda shorts, books of poems. I was eventually helped into a 
police car and then transferred to a civilian one. "We'll give them 
a run, but keep in touch—know what I mean?" said my driver, 
smiling winningly from his glinting suit. "Hi, I'm George 
Sherlock, West Coast promo man, and you're a star." I asked what 
was happening. "You're what is happening, baby! You're hot, 
you're the hottest, so grab it. Everybody wants to know who and 
what you are. Are you truly British or are you a colored Ohio 
Jew? That type question." Then he punched a button on his radio; 
"Huh! Huh! Huh!" came out. He punched another: same thing. 
George, pounding the steering wheel on the off beat, told me I 
was breaking all over America and even infiltrating Brazil and 
Canada. But controversy was collecting: Authorities in Portland, 
Oregon, had banned me for encouraging loose sex and drug 
taking. "Cheer up," said George. "You're a star now, whatever the 
reasons." 

Shindig was a heavenly reward for all the gray grind of England. 
The weekly ABC network romp was the creation of Jack Good, 
English born and Oxford educated. He wore a bowler hat and 
suspenders and had the manner of an ideal headmaster. This 
week's stars were the Beach Boys, and I was thrilled to hear their 
smooth voices and chocolate harmonies. They were ocean angels 
in my mind, and they knew how to relax, sipping Cokes, sampling 
pastries, and casually cuddling the squeaky-clean Shindig dancing 
girls. The show's backing musicians were laid back too, They'd 
played with every rock star you could mention, their hair was 
blown into fancy helmets, and their clothes were smart, sporty, 
and mostly velour. They were effortlessly professional, producing 
edgy blues-bright rock from their instruments with an ease that 
bordered on boredom. 

Just before taping time Jack Good assembled us all behind the 
stage curtain and delivered a stirring exhortation. "Now look here, 
Beach Boys, Shangri-Las, British and American rockers, I want 
you to go out there and so pulse and throb and shake and shout 
that Western civilization will never be the same again!" My role 
was simple: I was comic relief, dressed in leather as a biker, 
playing the rough-trade boyfriend of the Shangri-Las in their hit 
"Give Him a Great Big Kiss." When it came my turn to perform, I 
had to make do with "This Sporting Life," since the censor who 
haunted our set had vetoed "You Turn Me On" as too suggestive. 
George, while adjusting my collar and puffing up my hair, said 
this image might confuse the fans, but this was a national plug. 
After the show an aged stagehand told me I'd been performing on 
the very spot where in 1927 Al Jolson had got down on one knee 
to sing "Mammy" in The Jazz Singer. This impressed me more 





than anything else I'd seen in lotus land; this was as far as I could 
go. 

Time was not on my side. "Sporting Life" was history, and "You 
Turn Me On" was peaking (at No. 8 on the Billboard chart). There 
was a pressing need to go out on tour and have a new single 
ready, a follow-up. How do you follow a novelty number like 
"You Turn Me On"? I suggested "N-N-Nervous," a blues 
stuttering song I'd been getting screams with back in Dublin. The 
Tower executives said they'd consider it. Meanwhile, off we go to 
see America. 

I saw it from the window of a tour bus. Crisscrossing the 
continent, driving by night, eyeing the groupies, eating, sleeping, 
singing, sometimes indulging, always regretting. Meeting fellow 
Invaders. None of them knew quite what to make of me. Who was 
I and where had I sprung from? I am the Father of Irish Rock, I 
told them. You sound too toffee-nosed for an Irishman, they said. 
I met them all on the bus and in the motels. We were on nodding 
acquaintance: Freddie and the Dreamers, the Dave Clark Five, 
Herman's Hermits, the Kinks, the Rolling Stones. Mick Jagger 
took a particular interest in me, wanting to know where I'd been to 
school and was I for real. The Kinks demanded cups of tea and 
cash in a suitcase before they would appear. I was distressed. 
There was a feeling of contempt for America as a place to rip off 
and then return home from, like Elizabethan privateers. 

For me, america was a treasure house of country music, blues, 
ragtime, jazz—the roots of my soul. In Memphis I was stunned to 
receive boos and catcalls when I announced from the stage that I 
was proud to be in Elvis country, home of Sun Records. "We love 
the Beatles! We love the Stones! We love you!" came the cry. We 
were not only Invaders but masqueraders as well. In my dismay I 
retreated into America's glorious musical past, seeking out 
ragtime and Tin Pan Alley sheet music in thrift stores across the 
country. And I studied for my history finals even as the bus rolled 
across the Great Plains. 

Somewhere in Kansas we were joined by the popular duo Peter 
and Gordon, both ex-public-schoolboys, well bred but hiding it. 
Peter and I palled up eventually. He confessed he'd earlier 
mistaken me for a moron on the basis of his reading of "You Turn 
Me On." Then he'd spotted my work books—Karl Marx and 
working-class movements—and thought better. As we bused 
along, Peter told me about the terrific progress pop was making— 
from the crude early rock 'n' roll of the Elvis variety to 
sophisticated art rock—and how Bob Dylan's poetry would 
revolutionize the business. Even I had recognized that times were 
changing. I had already had experience of the movement toward 
serious artistry within pop. Thought, current affairs, and 
meaningful relevance were creeping in, and the result seemed to 
be much finger pointing at the wickedness of the world and an 
invitation to change its ways via magic and chemistry. I was at the 
birth of folk-rock and pro-test. But hadn't I already been through 
all this back home? 

The Bolshie attitude of my fellow Invaders was even affecting 
American performers. When I returned to Hollywood, I was on a 
television show with a hot new folk-rock group called the Byrds. 
Now, while everyone else and I were clap-ping along to the beat, 
beaming and showing teeth, these Byrds stood like tombstones. 
They didn't wear band suits; they wore buckskin with fringes and 
soiled sweaters and jeans. There was no velour in sight. They 
halfheartedly lip-synched, and I could have sworn they were 
having a chat while they were supposed to be singing along to 
their record. But the main surprise was they didn't smile. 


They performed a version of "We'll Meet Again" on twelve-string 
guitars and with a kind of sneer in their voices. I pointed out to 
them that this song was originally made famous by Vera Lynn, 
"The Forces’ Sweetheart." "We think it's funny, spooky, and very 
old," said one of the Byrds, a fellow in Ben Franklin wire glasses. 
I replied that the song meant an awful lot to those in Britain who 
had experienced World War II. At last I was given a smile, a bit 
twisted. I wasn't sure what was happening, but whatever it was, I 
didn't care for it. 

In August I went on a disk-plugging trip with George Sherlock, 
the Tower promotion man. He was in good form because Mick 
Jagger had immortalized him on the flip side of the Rolling Stones 
recent hit "Satisfaction" as "The Under Assistant West Coast 
Promotion Man." We were armed with promotional copies of my 
new single, "N-N-Nervous," and we had an appointment with a 
top San Francisco radio program director called "Swinging 
Swallow." He was a fat man, sleek and sallow, and he had little 
time for us. When George finally managed to get "N-N-Nervous" 
on the audition turn-table, all Swinging Swallow did was lie back 
in his expanding chair, sip a beer, and talk about last night's 
baseball game while he kept picking up the tone arm in order to 
skip grooves on my new record, the one that my pop-life future 
depended on. "When you gonna make another record?" he asked. 
Before I could reply, he said, "I mean a record, something that'll 
fly. Have you guys heard this 'Eve of Destruction’ mother by 
Barry McGuire? No? Well, it's gonna be a stone fox smash!" and 
he busted open another can of beer, soaking my record. "A lot of 
the lyrics I can't make out, but what I can is goddamn treason! 
Can you believe a guy who knocks our draft, our senators, our 
church—and all on a pop record?" 

"So I take it," said George, with a boogaloo gesture from his hips, 
"that the disk, Swallow, is negative as far as your big boss playlist 
is concerned?" 

"Not on your Hollywood scalp doily! It may knock the U.S.A., 
but I don't knock success. Never knock success, Whitcomb. This 
‘Eve of Destruction’ is Dylan made commercial. It's a new kind of 
loot music under the title of protest. Remember that! Get me? And 
get out!" 

It certainly was the eve of destruction for me. My moment of 
fame was over. It was time to go. Just before I left for Dublin and 
my finals, I got a letter from a sort of fan. I have kept it: 

Dear Ian Whitcomb, 

I have watched you several times now and I want to say that sure 
you have talent and you're magnetic, but why, oh, why, do you 
screw it all up by horsing around, being coy, by camping—as if 
you're embarrassed by show business? You could be great if you 
faced your potential and saw it through but that takes guts. Instead 
you mince, or treat it all as a big joke. Come on now! 

Yours, Arlene 

In October I sat for my finals in Modern History and Political 
Thought. A month later I received this letter from my tutor: 

My dear Whitcomb, 

You'll be glad to learn that we've awarded you a second class 
degree. Under the circumstances—I mean your musical career and 
success in America—we all feel that you performed remarkably 
well. I speak for all of us on the faculty, including Julian [the 
college postman], when I say "well done" and "good luck" in your 
future life, whatever that may be. 

J. Lydon 

My future, as it turned out, lay in the past. I left the pop scene to 
its apocalypse and, in the seventies and eighties, its subsequent 
coagulation into a monstrous corporate business that had nothing 








to do with roots music. Indeed the roots—ragtime, blues, jazz, 
country—had all been pulled up and gobbled and spat out by a 
long line of rock stars. Especially the British Invaders and, I'm 
sorry to say, me. 

And what happened to the British Invasion? It was absorbed, like 
the Norman Invasion of 1066. American youth, after the first 
flush of infatuation, turned around to face their own heritage and 
started contributing once again to mainstream culture. The already 
burgeoning folk movement was electrified, leading to the heady 
(and sometimes even heavy) work of the Byrds, the Doors, and 
Bob Dylan. All had been galvanized into artistic action by the 
artless cheeriness of the British Invaders. 

And I am glad the Americans acted, for | have always believed 
that ragtime, jazz, rock 'n' roll, and rhythm and blues are 
vernacular styles best carried on by the natives themselves. 
There's nothing more embarrassing than a Mick Jagger 
impersonating a poor black from the Deep South. All that we 
outsiders—we curators and enthusiasts—can do is to encourage 
by example. America is pop, the nation's great and only 
contribution to world culture. | mean that as a compliment. 
Heaven knows, we don't need any more Joyces, Prousts, or 
Picassos. 

For myself, | became a writer of pop history, a reviver of older 
styles, a neo-Tin Pan Alleyman. Once, at Trinity College, Julian 
the postman had asked me: "What d'ye want to study history for? 
It's all happened, and there's nothing ye can do about it." But there 
was: By writing about it, | could create my own world. So I 
marched steadily backward until I reached the sunny banks of 
vaudeville, where I rested. Here I am, where the proscenium arch 
separates actor from audience, where the singer is not yet the 
song, where you still end a sentimental ballad with a wink. 
Where, on a sad and dripping pier, | can still thrill to Al Jolson's 
recorded call to come to California, and be right back where I 
started from. 
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It was November of °82. Jeffrey Lee Pierce and his Gun Club were 
scheduled to play their first Cleveland gig at the Pop Shop, a small bar 
located under its much larger sister venue, the Agora. Every punk and 
wayward rocker in the area looked forward to __ it. 
But the Gun Club were a disappointment. They were drugged, tour- 
spent and in poor form, and they struggled to keep the formidable crowd 
that descended upon the Shop that fateful eve. 
It was the opener, Cleveland’s own Easter Monkeys, who caught 
everyone’s attention. They had not only upstaged the beloved headliner, 
but they had also openly insulted them when vocalist Chris Yarmock, 
wrapping the Monkeys’ set, introduced Pierce thusly: “Porky Pig’s 
next.” 
"Everybody knew who I meant," Yarmock laughs today 
By the early '80s, antagonism was nothing new to Yarmock. He actually 
perfected it in the late ‘70s, while fronting his first band, the 
Kneecappers. 

"We had a tendency to cause riots," says Yarmock. "For one show, 
people literally tore the fucking stage down” -- but not before one of the 
Spectators managed to crawl underneath and remove his clothing. 
Somewhere in there, the band also smashed most of its gear. 
During a Communist Party fundraiser show at Cleveland State 
University, guitarist Gary Lupico sparked a similar riot that ended in 
police violence. There were inevitable arrests: Lupico, bassist Russell 
Sherman and several others. It was a regular Kneecapper kinda evening. 
The stories were numerous. They lent the band a distinct reputation as 
punk provocateurs. And more often than not, Yarmock was the 
ringleader of their frenzied circus. With Lupico and Sherman tethered to 
their guitar and bass, respectively, and drummer Dave Crane stuck 
behind the kit, they were mostly limited to the destruction of their 
instruments and microphone misbehavior; Yarmock had free reign of the 
stage and the floor. He was unpredictable and volatile, and occasionally, 
if the situation warranted, violent. 

While singing, he would often accost the crowd, or throw beer, or smash 
and dismantle anything nearby, or physically assault unruly audience 
members. Sometimes he would forget to sing, and others, he just didn’t 
feel like it. He would rather get something going. Yarmock’s aggression 
was always at least palpable. 

But it wasn’t mere aggression, either. The Kneecappers had chops. 
Somewhere in the fury of the live show, they sculpted fairly infectious 
songs. And they could still stand toe-to-toe with some of the city’s best 






groups, like the Pagans, whom they always blew away -- “Because we 
were much wilder,” comments Yarmock. 

Maybe it was because bands like the Pagans had managers. The 
Kneecappers had each other. They enjoyed the kind of chemistry 
exclusive to very close friends. Musicianship was not the driving factor. 
There were no hopes of "mak t," no delusions of taking the show on 
the road and enlightening foreign masses. They didn’t have their shit 
together. And they didn't want to get their shit together. They just 
wanted something to do. 

They first found something to do in '76, at those early Pere Ubu shows 
at Pirate's Cove, a club nestled in Cleveland’s industrial Flats. It was 
there that Lupico and Sherman, driving in from the 'burbs, would 
initially meet a city-based Yarmock, and it was there that they became 
fast friends. They hung out at every show at the Cove, watching bands 
like Devo and Peter Laughner's Friction marry art with gut-level r'n'r, 
witnessing Ubu exercise their uncanny ability to channel the Flats' 
crumbling, bombed-out doom into a tastefully dark din. And it was at 
the Cove that they would drink, drug and jaw on about starting a band. 
Which is eventually, of course, what they did. 

After agreeing upon instruments, they gathered at their practice space 
with cases of beer, lids of grass and bags of crank. They slashed through 
ideas until they formed songs. They burned through songs until they 
formed a set. They probably thought of those early Ubu gigs, but they 
didn't sound like Ubu. They sounded much angrier. 
Pere Ubu reflected the sullen undercurrent of the Flats' despoiled 
buildings, of Cleveland's general sense of desertion. The Kneecappers 
had more in common with the forces that brought everything to ruin. 
They had songs like "Blood on the Windshield," “Smokin’ Heroin” and 
“Urban Kill.” Theirs was a youthful intensity similar to hardcore punk 
bands like Black Flag. But this wasn't California, and there was no call 
for disaffected teen solidarity. It was Cleveland, and it was a dismal, 
decaying post-industrial dystopia ripe for fun-filled riots, and you got 
yours when and where you could. 

"And no one wanted the city,” Yarmock says, “so we just took it." It was 
easy enough. 

But as the ‘70s drew to a close, it all changed. Everything was sidling up 
to the safe and secure. The chaos had reached its zenith at the Cleveland 
State incident, and thereafter, the band started focusing on the band. 
They wanted to experiment with other areas of music. They wanted to 
play like musicians. They were adding back-up singers, horn players. 
They were kissing off punk rock and flirting with funk, reggae and 
R&B. They were losing their edge. Yarmock didn't like the forays into 
funk, reggae and R&B. He couldn't really sing over that stuff anyway. 
And he didn't want to. So in 1980, he quit. 








He was in Otto Moser's, a bar on East 4th Street. It was late afternoon. 
Maybe early evening. He sat and tossed back a few. It had been a couple 
months or so since he'd left the ‘Cappers. 

Charlie Ditteaux walked in with his girlfriend. Yarmock knew Charlie as 
the bassist for the Impalers, another Cleveland punk mainstay. Their 
bands had shared bills. They respected and liked each other well enough. 
They started talking, and Charlie disclosed that he had also recently 
parted ways with his group. 

As Yarmock remembers it, "We were just sitting around bullshitting, 
and I said, 'Yeah, I’m outta the band.’ And he said, 'Yeah? I’m hooking 
up with this drummer,’ and it was Linda Hudson. He goes, 'We’re just 
jamming and we're looking for a guitar player and a singer.' I was like, 
‘Well, I’m available." 

Chris Yarmock didn't yet know Linda Hudson. He just knew he wanted 
a couple more drinks. He and Ditteaux stuck around Otto's and got 
soused. They started talking about playing together, and they agreed that 
it seemed like a great idea. Then they talked about guitar players: They 
needed one. 

Ditteaux looked at Yarmock and said, "I know someone who might play 
guitar.” 

The two of them walked around the corner from Otto's to Record 
Rendezvous, one of the city's better dealers in obscure LPs, 45s and 
cassettes. Jim Jones worked there. 








Jones was well-liked in Cleveland, something of a local creative 
personality. In the early to mid-*70s, he’d done time with the legendary 
(and incendiary) Electric Eels, appearing as an impromptu bassist on a 
handful of their rehearsal recordings. He had also played with the pre- 
punk Mirrors, whose stellar VU-inspired art-rock had influenced a 
number of local outfits and, some would argue, helped pave the way for 
bands like Pere Ubu, with whom he toured as a roadie in the late ‘70s. 
By then in his early 30s, Jones was slightly older than Yarmock and 
Ditteaux. His health was erratic, so he had left behind the excesses of 
youth, but he still enjoyed the occasional beer and cigarette, and he still 
pursued artistic and musical endeavors with a teenaged humor and 
enthusiasm. He attended shows regularly, often encouraging his younger 
peers to keep at their bands. He was a sharp, funny, approachable guy. 
That night, Yarmock and Ditteaux approached him and asked him to 
play guitar in their new band. He was all for it. 





Linda Hudson had been drumming since she was very young. It began at 
age 11. 

Her older brothers, Mike and Brian, had a band that practiced in her 
parents’ home in suburban Wyckliffe, OH. Whenever they weren't 
playing around Cleveland or rehearsing, they stowed their gear in the 
basement. So it didn't take long for a pre-teen Linda to wander 
downstairs, investigate the Pagans' equipment and select the one 
instrument that looked like it might be the most fun. She banged on the 
drums. 

It was sporadic at first. Then, eventually, Hudson says from her home in 
Tennessee today, "I just got to the point where I was getting decent at it, 
and then Mike asked me to drum, and that’s kinda how it started -- 
drumming in bands with him." 

In '78 or '79 or so, during a break from the first line-up of the Pagans, 
brother Mike invited her to drum on the sessions that he would 
ultimately release as the Les Raving Sounds single on his own Terminal 
Records. She played on three of the songs; the Cramps’ Nick Knox 
played on the fourth. It was Linda’s first recorded performance. She was 
around 14 years old. 

Over the next couple years, Mike and Brian took her to several Pagans 
shows in Cleveland and the surrounding ‘burbs. Mike would also take 
her to NYC, where Brian moved with his no-wave unit, Red Decade 
While in New York, Linda and Mike sold Les Raving Sounds and 
Pagans records out of the trunk of his car. They went to CBGB's and 
saw the Ramones. 

In NYC, as in Cleveland, she met several interesting characters. They 
were surely more exciting than her high school peers. They were all 
older, they were wilder, and they weren't waiting for anything to happen 
They were getting shit done 





“When I stopped hanging around my school-age friends and started 
playing in bands and that," she says, "they were all much older than me 
Maybe 13 to 15, sometimes 20 years older." 

Through her association with Les Raving Sounds, Linda also met 
Charlie Ditteaux, whom Mike had brought into the fold as a member of 
the band's constantly rotating line-up. 

Charlie was intense. He was tall, skeletal and quiet. And he was an 
aggressive musician. His bass pushed out an overdriven, trebly 
cacophony. Live, it often overpowered the volume of the guitar and 
drums. His sound and his rail-thin frame -- with perpetual dangling 
cigarette -- made him a foreboding presence. 

Once he left the Impalers, he and Linda had practiced together here and 
there. It was nothing serious. Then Charlie came back to her with a full 
ensemble. He introduced her to Chris Yarmock, their singer, and Jim 
Jones, their guitar player. 


It was gradual. The quartet rehearsed when they could at Charlie's place, 
a townhouse in Five Points known as "Cat City" -- so called because 
owner Bob Horstemeier played host to some two-dozen felines. 
In between dodging cats, draining beers and imbibing in various 
substances, they managed to work on songs. It was as loose as it was 
fun: Sometimes Hudson would pound out a beat, which Ditteaux and 
Jones would adopt and contort to purposes. Or a 


their own 


comparatively sober Jones would forge a blunt riff, pound it into the 
ground; Hudson and Ditteaux would exhume it, prop it up, then ram it 
into the walls of Cat City's basement. Jones would respond to this with 
bent rails of feedback, wrenching strings and neck, working pedals and 
tremolo, while Yarmock, inspired and unhinged, would insert blasts of 
sax and his own wild vocal accompaniment. Yarmock’s presence was as 
authoritative as it was dark, and lyrically, he penned notes that were 
equal parts grave and absurd, inspired as much by Cleveland B-move 
kingpin Ghoulardi as they were by his coming of age in the city’s 
crumbling core 

The emerging milieu resembled a near-psychedelic punk caterwaul 
They sounded, at times, almost metallic, and at others, meandering and 
decidedly druggy. Hudson and Ditteaux maintained a solid, propulsive 
rhythm section that helped carry Jones's wilder guitar explorations, and 
the Easter Monkeys often played open-ended -- jamming -- which 
afforded Jones ample room to do just that: explore. His otherworldly 
guitar, compounded by Yarmock’s ranting lyrics and astral blasts of sax, 
lent the band a particularly vertiginous quality 

There was a strange bond between the four of them. But somehow, it all 
worked 








Meanwhile, Jones & Yarmock moved into a house downtown with 
Pagans guitarist Mike Metoff and his girlfriend, Char. The new joint 
quickly became a known party destination for Cleveland's underground 
punk & rock scene 

It was at this house, after a few months of practice, that Jones, Yarmock, 
Ditteaux & Hudson convened one evening. They'd been at it awhile, but 
they still hadn't played out. What's more, they didn't yet have a name. 
They were tooling around in the living room when someone picked up 
and tossed a stuffed toy monkey. Now mere party detritus, it was once a 
ift from a girlfriend: a toy monkey given on the day of Christ’s 














resurrection. The four of them laughed as they threw it around the room, 
and someone blurted it out: the Easter Monkeys. 
It was totally ridiculous, not to mention cryptic. So it stuck. 





The Easter Monkeys played their first show in 1980 at the Sports Page, 
an inner-city jock pub decorated in home-team gear. A meager crowd 
that consisted mostly of friends and like-minded bands had gathered 
there to see their premier. They all avoided the regulars, who were too 
engrossed by a game on the TV to care about the band anyway. 
It was a sloppy, psychotropic set. It was Linda Hudson's first live 
performance. It was Yarmock’s first since his days as a Kneecapper, and 
he had not been tamed. He was duly possessed and behaved accordingly. 
Jones and Ditteaux, heads down, were all business, as was typical of 
most shows throughout their career. 

They were received fairly well. 

They played steadily throughout the Cleveland area for the next year, 
often sharing bills with groups like the Idiot Humans and Les Black’s 
Pink Holes. Their set grew. They’d soon amassed a considerable catalog 
of about a dozen songs, many of them ranging much longer than the 
typical short/fas/loud quotient of two minutes. Several of their 
compositions left room for generous improvisation, too, which often 
worked to the band’s advantage. What didn’t work during rehearsal 
would sometimes take flight on stage, and vice-versa. Though they were 
far from the tightest band in Cleveland, they were developing an intense 
chemistry. 

Chemistry soon gave way to a shared sensibility bordering telepathy. 
Their free-form jams started to gel. Says Hudson: "We had a sense, like 
a psychic sense, almost -- all four of us, together. We would go off on a 
tangent for five minutes, then be back on track, and it would all be at the 
same time. It's really strange to me today to think that four people were 
in sync like that, and three of them being drunk and _ high." 
Yarmock, too, intensified. At one show, he dropped his pants and passed 
out drunk onstage, requiring help from an audience member. Thereafter, 
throughout a series of gigs, he would occasionally fall asleep onstage 
due to excessive drinking, and the band, laughing, would typically 
lullaby him as they played on. A bystander or bandmate would wake 
him after the performance. 

Lyrically, however, Yarmock had matured since his days in the 
Kneecappers. The black humor of his lines brought a decided low- 
budget quality to the tunes, but they also lent a dark gravity, particularly 
on numbers like “Nailed to the Cross,” an eight- to ten-minute-long 
Hawkwind-like punk jam in which Yarmock would brazenly rebuke his 
Catholic upbringing while his bandmates riffed onward and upward to a 
fevered crescendo. 


After earning something of a reputation as one of one of the area’s 
formidable live groups, they were invited by Mike Hudson to take part 
in Terminal Records’ Cleveland Confidential, a compilation LP that 
would feature the city’s best underground rock groups. They would 
share company with bands like the Styrenes, the Defnics, the Pagans and 
Red Decade, to name but a few. The Easter Monkeys agreed to 
contribute their dirge-like homage to affordable urban entertainment, 
“Cheap Heroin.” 


It was summer of 81. Mike Hudson booked them to record at Mike 
Crossen’s studio on 185th Street. The session was less than ideal. With 
the compilation’s mastering deadline looming, Hudson pressured the 
band to finish their take of “Cheap Heroin” as quickly as possible. 
Ditteaux plugged directly into the soundboard and fried the controls 
while they made a test run of the song. 
Says Yarmock, “With ‘Cheap Heroin,’ we were just running through, 
getting the sound levels... We had Charlie plugged directly into the 
board, and he blew it up. Mike Hudson was down there waiting for it, so 
it was like, ‘You guys wanna go with _ this?’” 
With no real choice in the matter, they went with the botched take of 
“Cheap Heroin.” It was little more than a recorded practice that made it 
onto Cleveland Confidential. 


The compilation was finally released in ’82. It was somewhat of a 
success among local underground rockers. Though they were unhappy 
with the way “Cheap Heroin” turned out, the Easter Monkeys’ first vinyl 
venture did earn them a fair amount of attention. They now had recorded 
representation, and various college radio stations around the Midwest 
gave them play. 

They also had achieved more local notoriety, though you couldn’t 
necessarily tell by the size of their crowds. They continued to play the 
same local haunts, including Tucky’s, whose elderly, curmudgeonly 
proprietor was at constant odds with the local crop of punk and rock 
bands. 

It was at Tucky’s that the Easter Monkeys played their release show for 
Cleveland Confidential. True to form, Old Man Tucky had been 
especially painful throughout the evening, and as the Monkeys’ set 
commenced, he immediately screamed at them to lower their stage 
volume. Jones and Ditteaux removed their instruments and leaned them 
against their amps, ratcheting the volume to 10. Deafening feedback 
filled the room. Hudson kicked over her drums. The band then 
overturned several pieces of equipment and threw beer everywhere 
before leaving the stage, causing a great deal of costly damage to the 
venue amidst ear-splitting noise. 

Old Man Tucky was beside himself with rage. His bar closed for good 
shortly after. 

From then on, Jones and Ditteaux rarely concluded a set without 
cranking their amps and removing their guitars, leaving crowds with 
peals of unrelenting feedback as they and Yarmock would quit the stage. 
Hudson, undeterred, would usually play on for minutes. Their set would 
end whenever she tired of thumping her kit. It became what she referred 
to as “something of a trademark.” 


In August of 1982, the Easter Monkeys were invited to open for L.A.’s 
X at the Cleveland Agora. The Agora was one of the city’s largest 
concert venues and was reserved almost exclusively for popular touring 
acts. The gig would guarantee the band a shot at a massive new 
audience. 

X were welcoming and kind. “They were nice people,” Hudson recalls -- 
so nice, in fact, that they invited the Monkeys to share their catered food 
and beer. The two bands hit it off, hanging out and trading laughs during 
the lull between soundcheck and the beginning of the show. 
Once they finally took the stage, the Monkeys opened the night with a 
determined confidence. Their characteristic sloppiness disappeared. 
Instead, their sound had a pinpointed ferocity. Yarmock was fairly 
sober, too -- no passing out on stage. The band was in full form, and the 
crowd was duly impressed. 

To Yarmock, they were a bit more professional than usual. “It was 
probably our slickest show,” he bemoans. “We were on good behavior.” 
Nonetheless, their focused offering left an indelible impact on a packed 
house. The Monkeys enjoyed a wildly enthusiastic reception, and many 
in attendance were surprised to see a local band outdo the touring 
headliner, who were also at their peak. Even X had to congratulate them 
on a spectacular set. 

It was something of a milestone for the band. They were making good 
on their still-growing reputation in Cleveland. They were playing to 
people they didn’t know -- and to people who didn’t know them. 


In November of the same year, when they ventured just under the Agora 
to humiliate the Gun Club at the Pop Shop, they cemented their 
reputation as Cleveland’s biggest buzz. The momentum was almost 
dizzying. They knew it was time to record their LP. 


Jim Jones had health issues. His heart had been troubling him since 
before the Easter Monkeys’ inception. Though he didn’t partake in 
booze and drugs with the same youthful gusto as his bandmates, his 
condition deteriorated as the unit moved along. It was if the grind of 
playing alone wore him down. He occasionally had to bow out of the 
band to recuperate. 

Says Yarmock: “Jimmy quit a couple times here and there. We ignored 
him. We wouldn’t let him. He would say, ‘You'd be better off with me,’ 
and all this nonsense, and we’d just say, ‘No, we wouldn’t.’” 
Yarmock and the rest of the Monkeys managed to keep Jones in the fold 
long enough to enter Soundstage 25 in March of ’83. There, they began 
recording their full-length record with engineer Charlie Watts. 
The band knew they would have to maintain a sharper focus in the 
studio. They were used to playing with a sense of improvisation, but 
with the tape rolling, they were forced to reign in some of their 
extemporaneous tendencies. It would be difficult to capture their 
dynamic sound within the limits and constraints of the studio. Indeed, 
they had never fully mapped out most of their songs; to a large extent, 
they relied on premonitions, nods and extra-sensory chemistry to stitch 
together some of their loosest moments. The sessions at Soundstage 25 
would force the quartet to bring a comparably staunch structure to tunes 
that never really had one. 

Confident nonetheless, the foursome played with verve, charging 
headlong into their catalog. There were only minor setbacks. 
As the drummer, Hudson had possibly the most difficult task of driving 
some of the band’s longer songs, and making her way through the 
particularly epic “Nailed to the Cross” proved to be downright 
impossible. Even after downing a six-pack and taking her fair share of 
speed, she had to pause partway through the eight-and-a-half minutes of 
free-form punk due to the sheer exhaustion of playing. 
“My arms gave out,” she says. “So Jones kept playing -- they all kept 
playing and doing their thing -- and I started back up again.” Hudson’s 
negligible gaffe sounded almost intentional in the context of the song, 
and it was nearly unnoticed once “fixed” in the final mix-down. 
(Incidentally, her performance on "Nailed to the Cross" -- and the 
sessions in general -- remains tastefully simple and powerful.) 
Ditteaux’s bass sound would suffer an unfortunate loss, as his usual 
instrument was scrapped in favor of a replacement. His signature treble- 
tough tone was painfully absent in the recording. 
“His bass was in a repair shop at the time for some reason or another,” 
Yarmock recalls. “He brought in this other fuckin’ stupid bass -- one of 
those Paul McCartney violin-shaped things, if I remember it right, and it 
didn’t have the right sound.” 


Regardless, Ditteaux maintained a fine low-end rumble. He also 
contributed his self-penned tune, the Cramps-like “My Baby Digs 
Graves,” wherein he supplants Yarmock’s low growl with his own 
timorous vocal, more than a little reminiscent of Richard Hell. (Jones 
and Yarmock handled bass and _ guitar, respectively.) 
Of the remaining six songs the band committed to tape, Yarmock in 
particular shined on the glowering post-punk self-elegy of “Heaven 
357.” “We're all gonna get to heaven,” he repeats sardonically, adding 
“T’ll pull back the trigger with you” as Jones and Ditteaux deliver a 
haunting background vocal. Another bright Yarmock moment is the 
pugilistic “Take Another Pill,” wherein his gruff vocal provides a stark 
commentary on vacuous urban living. Never one to take himself too 
seriously, he also penned near-nonsense lyrics to a funny little tune he 
named “Underpants.” 

Jones lends a shimmering, spectral jangle to the aforementioned 
“Heaven 357,” and his metallic riff on “Take Another Pill” is 
unshakable. Even when playing economically, as is the case on the 
frantic “Monkey See, Monkey Do," he manages to wring out a turbulent 
din. His guitar sound remains the trump card of a stacked deck. 
By August of that year, they had committed eight songs to tape. They 


wrapped, and Jones, Ditteaux and Watts immediately mixed the songs 
down over the next two days. 


Shortly after they finished the Splendor of Sorrow sessions, Jones’s 
health took a nasty turn. He was, once again, forced to bow out and 
recuperate, this time for the better part of a _ year. 
“Jim’s always had heart problems,” says Yarmock. “They were serious. 
We were roommates at the time, and he was out of commission for 
about nine months. So whatever momentum we'd built up was just 
gone.” 

With Jones out of the picture, the band was on indefinite hiatus. 
He gradually recovered, and the band did what they could to pick up 
where they left off. But the Monkeys were, by then, preoccupied with 
their own endeavors: Yarmock with his art, Hudson with life beyond 
high school, and Ditteaux with life in general. The shows were fewer 
and farther between, and the band had done little to advance by way of 
songwriting. They hadn’t worked up a new tune since the last year or so. 
In fact, they had written most of their songs in the first two years of their 
existence, and there were no new leads on the horizon. 
They stagnated. Continuing proved impossible. 


“I don’t even know what happened, or why we quit playing,” Yarmock 
comments. “It could’ve been me... I could’ ve just walked away and just 
said, ‘Fuck it. We’re getting too slick, I think.’ It just wasn’t happening 
anymore.” 

As Hudson remembers it, “The practices got to be very boring, and we 
didn’t laugh anymore. It was just time to end it. We weren't productive. 
Charlie was moving around a lot. We were all having problems -- 
switching jobs, this and that, whatever -- and it just fizzled.” 
It was *84 when it all dissipated. 

Just as the band gradually parted ways, so, too, did the LP gradually fall 
by the wayside. 




























































































The Easter Monkeys and Hit & Run Records released the Splendor of 
Sorrow LP in 1991, just eight years after it was recorded. It contained 
the eight studio tracks from the Soundstage 25 sessions, and one live 
tune -- “Watchoo Wan?” -- culled from a recording of their show with 














the Gun Club. It also included Yarmock’s smirking “Porky Pig” 
comment. 

Much happened in the interim. 

Jones joined Pere Ubu on guitar. He toured extensively. When he 
wasn’t touring, he rested at home. He rarely touched his guitar. 
His health was, for the moment, OK. 

Ditteaux joined Knife Dance with another Cleveland fixture, 
Tommy Dark. He got married a couple times. 

Hudson moved to Tennessee, where she became involved in 
theatre. 

Yarmock continued to work on his art and began playing with 
Sherman and Lupico again. It was, for all intents and purposes, 
the Kneecappers with a different body behind the kit. 

Splendor of Sorrow was received quite well by those who heard 
it. But nearly ten years too late, it was seen as a “vault rarity” for 
those who never caught the band in a live setting. It also suffered 
poor distribution, and word didn’t spread as it should have. 
Thankfully, Chicago’s Smog Veil Records recently reissued the 
LP as an expanded CD/DVD package. The latest edition serves 
up some unreleased nuggets that hint at what could’ve been an 
excellent second album. Live recordings of “Newspaper Mouth” 
and “Splendor of Sorrow” -- a tune that, for whatever reason, 
didn’t make it to the LP of the same name -- are particularly 
great. On the former track, you can actually hear Yarmock fill his 
yawp with bits of newspaper as he tries to bark “You ain’t 
nothin’ but a newspaper mouth!” atop a menacing Jones riff. On 
the latter, Jones’s guitar switches effortlessly from an ethereal 
post-punk glow to a belly-level rumble, and Yarmock delivers 
the most profound of all E. Monkey messages: "I see the 
splendor/I see the sorrow/They masquerade as each other." 
Ditteaux and Hudson carry it all with aplomb. 

Yarmock contends that the accompanying DVD of live footage -- 
taken from their show with X at the Agora -- is “too slick.” 
(“Why couldn’t they have taped a good show?” he laments.) And 
though the band operates on what he cites as “good behavior,” 
the DVD provides a clear look at how they generally functioned 
as a unit, and the sound and video are of high-quality. Linda 
Hudson’s no-frills/all-kills drumming is especially impressive 
here, as is Ditteaux’s bass, which sounds eerily similar to 
Australian bands of the same era, like X and feedtime -- 
something that was lost in the process of recording their LP. 
Yarmock’s vocals and sax are in full form, too, and I may be 
reaching when I mention there’s more than a little David Thomas 
in his delivery. 


Sadly, Jim Jones passed away on February 19, 2008, due to a 
heart attack. He was 57 years old. 

His legacy is held by many, but most dearly by those who knew 
him in Cleveland. 

“Jim was the nicest guy you'd ever want to meet,” recalls 
Yarmock. He remembers seeing Jim at those early Ubu shows, 
when there were all of seven paying customers milling about the 
Cove -- when Cleveland was his for the taking. 


A heartfelt thanks to Chris Yarmock, Linda Hudson and Mark 
Tidrick for their time, help and patience. Do yourself a favor 
and pick up a copy of the expanded Splendor of Sorrow package 
from Smog Veil Records. 
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Nardwuar: Who are you? 
Snoop Dogg: Snoop D-O-Double G. 

Snoop, welcome to Vancouver, British Columbia, Canada. 
SD: Thank you for having me, Nardwuar. It's a pleasure 
and a treat to be here again with you. 

Snoop, right off the bat, I wanted to ask you about this 
gentleman right here. {Pulls out a Buzz Aldrin LP] You 
worked with Buzz Aldrin, the moon guy... 

Yeah, the man on the moon. Me and Buzz and a couple of 
rappers got together and did a song with him. He was 
actually a cool cat, man. He was rather down-to-Earth. 
How did that all happen? That's incredible! Like you 
rappin’ in outerspace! 

Funnyordie.com, I think that's the name of it. They hit me 
up and suggested that me and Buzz get together cuz Buzz 
was a fan of mine and I love what he did, being one of the 
first guys to walk on the Moon, so it was a natural you 
know, combination. You know, us being highly innovated, 
you understand what I'm saying? 

Snoop Doggy Dogg, it's amazing. I've been interviewing 
you for 10 years now. Do you remember the Ist time I 
talked to you on the set of the movie Bones in 2000? 

I do remember that. This is where I shot Bones. 

And here we are 10 years later at a hotel. 

Snoop: In Vancouver, B.C. 

In Vancouver, B.C., Canada. And people really have 
enjoyed our interviews over the years. Do you know 
that Snoop? 

Yeah, because they been rather different, you know what 
I'm saying? Because most guys who interview me don't 
have as much personality as you have, as much 
courageousness. You know, your courageous and you got a 
lot of personality so it brings the best out of me and you at 
the same time. 

Well, thank you for the kind words, Snoop Dogg and I 
wanna say our interviews have inspired people. Check 
out what this cartoonist Mitch Clem drew, this drawing 
of me and look who's in the corner! 











Oh no, big Snoop Dogg. I like that, he got James Brown in 
the bottom, too. 

And Tommy Chong! 

Wow, what a combination. 

Nardwuar the Human Serviette, right in the middle. 
And you bigger than everybody else. 

Well, speaking of bigger... turn this (drawing) over and 
look what else Mitch Clem drew. 

“Nardwuar the Canuck.” 

Nardwuar the Canuck. 

So you're a Vancouver Canuck? 








I am Nardwuar the Canuck from Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada and I was wondering Snoop, when is 
the interview going to happen at your house? I've been 
trying to set this up for three years, because you kindly 








said the last time I talked to you, I could interview you 
at your house. 

You are more than welcome to come to my house. You just 
gotta get a ticket and come see me, get 'em up on here, my 
partner will let you know how to get through the door, once 
you get through the door you get past the dogs, you get 
past the dogs and you get to me. 

I have been trying to set it up for three years. I haven't 
had too much luck. 

Well, I'm gonna make that happen for you, OG, cuz you 
know I got love for you and that jacket you wearin’ right 
now. /laughs] 

Thank you so much, Snoop Doggy Dogg. Speaking of 
wearing stuff. Snoop, I've asked you this before but do 
you think you will ever, ever wear a dress like Flip 
Wilson? /Nardwuar pulls out a Flip Wilson doll] 

Never. Never, I respect Flip Wilson for what he did, his 
craft, his form as a comedian, taking it to the next level and 
doing, what was the character that he played? 

Was it /Nardwuar flips over the Flip Doll] Geraldine? 
Yeah, Geraldine. That is Geraldine on the flip side. But 
Flip, you did that, you were a great inspirator, you inspired 
Jamie Foxx to do Wanda, Tyler Perry doing Madea, that's 
all a beautiful thing. But that's not my world, that's his. 
And I have a gift for you, Doggy Dogg. Right here we 
have a Flip Wilson VHS for you to enjoy. /Nardwuar 
hands a VHS Tape to Snoop] 

Thank you man, I appreciate that. I love Flip Wilson. They 
had a special on Flip Wilson and Richard Pryor on the 
other night, where it was just showing all of their variety 
shows. That's beautiful. 

Snoop Dogg, speaking of wearing stuff and jerseys, I 
saw that you were wearing a Maple Leafs hockey jersey 
in 1993 on Arsenio Hall. 

Cuz the Maple Leafs remind me of a chronic leaf and I was 
representing that, you know what I'm saying? I didn't know 
the Canada flag was so close to the chronic leaf, I just liked 
the way it looked so I was representin' and it was blue. 

But that's amazing. That's some O.G. hockey stuff, like 
'93, reppin' the Leafs. 

I was reppin' the Leafs. I was reppin the Penguins. I was 
reppin the Oilers, everybody. I was the first rapper to wear 
hockey jerseys in videos, onstage, everywhere I went. That 
was my look, you know what I'm saying? Cuz I was trying 
to do something that was different and I respected hockey 
cuz hockey is a tough sport and it takes a real man to play 
hockey so I was trying to be different by doing that. 

Snoop Doggy Dogg, what about the movie Black Ice? 
Willie O'Ree (/st Black NHL player), that hockey movie! 
I really wanted to do that movie. I hope they do it, man. 
Willie O'Ree, I had a chance to meet him and he's a great 
guy, you know what I'm saying? And very in-depth, he was 
one of the greatest guys to ever slide across that ice, you 
know what I'm saying? He paved the way for a lot of these 
hockey players that are doing what they're doing so I'd 
really like to see that story come to life. 


Snoop, one of the times I was trying to talk to you is 
when you were doing Hockey Night In Canada. What do 
you remember about that? You rapped on Hockey 
Night In Canada to Bob Cole. 

I mean, that's what it's all about, man. I mean, Snoop Dogg 
is an international individual who loves people and people 
love Snoop Dogg for who he is. I can connect with any 
world or any realm of people and hockey is a great sport 
and I fell in love with it and once | fell in love with it, I 
started to get more into it, so whenever they call on me to 
do things, like interviews on Hockey Night, why not? 

And you did that rap to Bob Cole, which is great. 
That's equivalent to Monday Night Football, that's big, 
Hockey Night In Canada. 

Yes sir, that's what I do. You know what I'm saying, I'm 
big Snoop Dogg. 

Big Snoop Dogg in Vancouver, British Columbia, 
Canada. And Snoop Dogg, you have a song called 
Serial... 

Killer. 

"Serial Killer." And speaking of "Serial Killer," the 
song, you mention Watts in it. What can you tell the 
people about The Watts Prophets and their record? 
[Nardwuar hands Snoop an LP] 

Oh you got The Watts Prophets album! This is heavy. This 
record right here was a lot of talk and they did a lot talkin' 
with the way they talked over the music and the things that 
they said and just— 

In 1971, too. Like, “Rappin' Black In A White World.” 
Yeah, they was going hard. I remember the song "Hello 
Niggers." That was a hell of a song on there, you know 
what I'm saying? They just had a hell of a bass sound to it, 
the piano, it symbolized what we were going through in 
America as African-Americans at the time and this was a 
very, very strong record and I'm glad that you brought this 
Nard, cuz this is a piece of history that people need to 
know about. 

And DJ Quik has sampled it too. Have you ever thought 
about sampling it or anything like that? 

I don't have the record. Maybe if I had the record, I could 
sample it. 

That's for you, Snoop Doggy Dogg. 

Well, I appreciate it. Now I can sample it. 

Snoop Doggy Dogg, here you are in Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada. You did a record for St. Ides. 

Yes, St. Ides was the shit. I used to roll with them. That 
was a beer company and we converted it into a juice 
company, cuz we felt like the beer was getting too played 
out and we wanted it to be more appealin' to people. So we 
made it a fruit juice company and it became something real 
big and we did music and CDs and mix tapes and just 
keeping the spirit of the West Coast alive. 

One person though I think I like a bit more than Saint 
Ides was Cal Worthington. I love Cal Worthington— 
And his dog, Spot. 

I love those commercials. They're amazing. 


I grew up on those commercials, man. Right outside of 
Long Beach. 

Who is Big Slice? 

Big Slice is my... I guess you would call him my 
mechanic. Nah, I wouldn't call him... what is the word? If 
you good at math, you a mathematician right? If you good 
at cars, what would you be? 

Big Slice, I guess. 

Exactly, fuck it. 

I think he made, like a special car for your security, 
didn't he? 

Yeah, that big head fucker always makin’ special cars. 
Snoop, will there ever be Chicken Noodle Snoop? 
Chicken Noodle Snoop with a blunt on the side, why not? 
When you were in Vancouver a few years ago, did you 
really order dinner from 14 different restaurants? 

I think 14 different people probably ordered dinner for me, 
trying to, you know, please me and not knowing what I 
wanted and brought it back wrong as opposed to just 
knowing what I like and getting it right on the first time. I 
gotta partner in Vancouver named Ian who basically takes 
care of all the needs that I need and he had been doing that 
since I shot Bones out here. And, you know, I don't depend 
on nobody but him but a lot of people always show me 
love cuz this is like a second home so people, you know, 
always go overboard trying to do things for me. 

What have you eaten in Vancouver, Snoop, so far? 
Church's Chicken, Pizza Hut, A&W, Denny's. 

Speaking of chicken, Roscoe's Chicken’ n Waffles in 
Los Angeles! Bringing Larry King to Roscoe's. That 
was an amazing moment, Snoop Dogg. What can you 
tell me about that? Larry King at Roscoe's Chicken’ n 
Waffles. 

It was a great moment in Black history to have Larry King 
bring his black ass in Roscoe's Chicken’ n Waffles and eat 
some shit he'd been dying to eat for years. 

Snoop Dogg, what is going on in this photo right here? 
[Nardwuar pulls out a photo] It seems wild! What is this 
exactly? 

This is a wax figure of Tupac at the Madame Tussauds 
Wax Museum in Vegas, I believe and that's me standing 
next to him because they had just done a wax figure of me 
and it looks just like me, just that that looks like Tupac. 
And if you look back far, me and him together, you can't 
really tell its wax until you get all the way up on it. 

Have you ever been to the Black Wax Museum 
(National Great Blacks In Wax Museum) in Baltimore? 
There's one in Baltimore. 

No, I have never even heard of it. 

Yeah, there's a black wax museum in Baltimore. The 
rapper Rye Rye told me about it. 

I need to get up on that. I have never heard of that. I would 
like to be in there. 

Snoop Doggy Dog of all the roasts you've been to, do 
you think Lisa Lampanelli is the funniest? She's 
hilarious isn't she? 








She is funny. I like Lisa Lampanelli. She's got a big mouth 
and a big cunt. 

Speaking of dirty things, Snoop Doggy Dogg, Blowfly. 
You finally met him. Years ago, in this very hotel in 
2002, I showed you my Blowfly record, which you took. 
I had to take it, cuz I mean, Blowfly, Clarence Reid is a 
favorite of mine, he's been in my household since I was a 
kid. So I finally fuckin' met him via you, putting' me back 
in the world of lovin' Blowfly again. I met Tom, Uncle 
Tom, his drummer and he came to my show and he hung 
out with me for about four or five hours and we just had a 
great time, he talked to me, rapped to me, talked shit about 
everybody that was with me. I mean, he was just the guy 
that I thought he was. 

Snoop Doggy Dogg, what can you tell the people about 
this VHS cassette right here? I was curious, did you put 
this out? 












































Oh my, Kev /looks at his manager]. This is what the fuck 
I've been trying to find. My Smoke Fest Vol. 1. This is the 
first one I ever put out cuz... 

Kev (Snoops Manager): Where did you find it? 

Look this the first one that I put out, this is the first movie 
that I directed, put up the money for, shot it. See what it 
say on the back — writer, director and executive producer 
Snoop Doggy Dogg. 

And you don't have a copy yourself? 

No, I don't. I did this with Donald Randall, who was 
Dolemite's, Rudy Ray Moore's manager, at the time when 
he was alive. 

Now check out where I got this right there. /Nard points 
to the pricetag on the wrapping] You took the wrapping 
away, this is quite amazing, look at where it started. It 
started here at— 

50 cents 

No, it started — 

Tower Records for $14.95. 

And it ended up at? 

50 cent at Lely’s Books— 

In Kingsgate Mall, In Vancouver, it went to 50. I think 
it was interesting. 50 cents for your actual VHS. 

That's dope. 








So would you like this, too, Snoop Doggy Dogg? 

I would gladly give you dollar for it. 

Wow, okay, we'll do that then. 

Compensated for your time and your troubles. I been 
looking for this shit, homie, on some real shit. I really been 
trying to find this. This is my first one, I found Vol. 2. They 
got Vol. 2, you can get that anywhere. This shit right here 
is rare. This is the one where I directed it, I shot it, I got in 
some trouble behind this shit, too, there’s some shit on 
there that was raw and uncut. [laughs] 

And now it's back in your hands for nobody to see ever 
again, right Snoop? 

Nard Ward! 

So Snoop, here you are in Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada, but Canada now owns Death Row, 
did you hear that? Some Canadians now own Death 
Row Records? 

I heard that. I really heard that. 

Some weird things happened at Death Row. Like there 
was a Death Row auction, I think they sold one of your 
gold records. They sold Suge Knight's underwear. That 
was some really weird stuff. 

Underwear? What the hell they do that for? 

They sold Suge Knight's underwear. 

That's nice. How much did they get? 

I think it was $5 or maybe— 

That's awfully high. 

Snoop. Do you know the band The Gourds at all? They 
have a song called "Gin And Juice." Do you know The 
Gourds? 

I know The Gourds. They redid my shit. They on some 
country shit now, they harder than a motherfucker. I fucks 
with them. I like them. They redid my shit on the country, 
but with a twist on it. 

Snoop Dogg, winding up here, I also found this clipping 
from a local paper and what does it say there? 

"Top Dog: Did Snoop Dogg's fondness for B.C. bud cause 
him to miss a flight after a Chilliwack concert?" 

That's what I was wondering. Were you hanging out at 
the Amsterdam Café? They were saying, you were 
hanging out at the Amsterdam Café, plus Chilliwack is 
the best name for a place to do a gig isn't it? 

It really is. That shit is sweet, that's a tight picture. I was in 
Amsterdam, because I got an Amsterdam hat on, I got 
about five different gold chains. 

That's the Amsterdam Café in Vancouver. That's why I 
was just wondering do you remember being late? Do 
you remember the Amsterdam Café down there on 
Hastings, do you ever check that out? They've had a 
picture of you outside sometimes. 

I always go there when I get off the plane cuz it's legal to 
smoke there, so when I get off the plane, I usually go for 
broke. They got me in here with Sacha Baron-Cohen and 
Oscar nominee, David Strathairn. Who are these pricks? 
Not Snoop Doggy — 

Dogg. 


And Dogg, Snoop, you're always on the lookout for new 
talent. Mayer Hawthorne, you have Mayer Hawthorne. 
He's dope. He is dope. He's one guy that caught my eye 
with his sound, his whole persona, the way he presents his 
music and just his love and passion for the old school as far 
as trying to bring it back to life and bring a rebirth to it so I 
love his music and I'm down with him so much. 

There's another person I wanna ask you about. I didn't 
get a chance to speak to you on your last tour, but you 
had Lady Of Rage with you. Like Lady Of Rage, female 
rappers! /Nardwuar pulls out an LP] 

Lady of Rage is signed to my wife’s, Boss Lady 
Entertainment, so we're working on her record right now. 
She's on the process of coming back, she's still doing what 
she's doing, she's acting as well. You may have seen her on 
Friday or Friday After Next and The Steve Harvey Show, 
so she's doing her thing as far as acting but she's back in 
the studio working another record. 

Whatever happened to Doggy's Angels, the all-girl 
group that you were working with? 

You remember them? 

Doggy's Angels! 

Yeah, they was my homegirls. I mean, you know, I think 
they broke up. Success is a mug, man, when they got 
success, they all wanted to be solo as opposed to staying 
together which was the best thing for them, which is what I 
thought, which is why I put them together as a group. But 
some things are you know, made to learn from. 

Well, anything else you want to add to the people out 
there, Snoop Doggy Dogg? 

I just wanna say to all the peoples in Vancouver,B.C., I 
love and appreciate you all supporting me for so long 
which has always been a place of relaxation for myself and 
a comfort zone when I wanna get away and just want to be 
to myself and enjoy some good B.C. bud, Vancouver's 
always the place to be. 

And also I was happy to help you out and get that VHS 
for you. My friend Leora actually found the VHS, the 
Smoke Fest VHS. 

Hey Leora, good looking out. Youse a bad motherfucker 
for that. I been really try to find it. I actually went on eBay 
and tried to buy this shit from a motherfucker that was 
gonna sell it to me for like $40 dollars and I'm glad I 
bought it for a dollar. Leora, youse a real motherfucker. 
And The Watts Prophets too. I'm glad you'll enjoy that. 
Now that's heavy. That's gonna be on my next album. You 
gonna hear some of that, so I'm gonna have to give you a 
shout-out on my next album, so look on the credits on the 
back for a double shout-out to my nephew from 
Vancouver, you know what I'm saying, “The Canuck, 
Mister Nard, Stay Hard, Wuard.” 

Well thanks my Snoop. Keep on rockin' in the free 
world and doot doola doot doo... 

Snoop: Doot doo. Rock out with your cock out. 

To hear & watch this interview hop tohttp://nardwuar.com 
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From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 

Date: Fri, Jan 29, 2010 at 3:12 AM 

Subject: The Look 

Dear Mike, 

Please read and pass along the following look specialist 
information to Tim Mahoney. As you'll see, it's in both of 
your best interests. 

Best regards, 

Fred 


Dear Tim Mahoney, 
You've got the look, and I'm a look specialist. Walking past 
Schubas, in Chicago, | caught your rock show poster in 
their window and snapped it for my portfolio. I've attached 
it so you can see the old you. Listen to the new you. 

| specialize in creating and revitalizing rock looks for 
discrete cliental. Most of my candidates are mid- to high- 
profile rock celebs, and if | showed you my work, well, I'd 
be out of business. My work is invisible. | take stars from 
luster to shine seamlessly, without fans detecting anything 
but good looks and star appeal. One case | can mention is 
Marty Casey of the Lovehammers. With him | am more a 
personal shopper and suggester, but even if | were more | 
couldn't tell you. That's the thing. No one will know. 

| do not suggest Marty's look for you; | see a more 

invasive shine work in store. | will pro bono rework your 
poster look. See the results and we can negotiate. There is 


a flexibility to this business. 

Let's go top to bottom. 
The hat. Too small and yet too big. If anything maybe a 
pork-pie hat could work for you, but there is a more 
important question that you must ask yourself. Are you the 
sort of Lovehammer that wears a hat? Urban acts can pull 
it off, with suspenders and mustaches, but you do not fit 
the demo (demographic) for that. I'm listening to your 
songs on www.timmahoney.com and sense that we must 
see your hair. (Although avoid touching your hair, as you 
do in several of your photographs online.) Avoid knit caps 
unless you are getting a Starbucks with a girl/boyfriend 
and/or dog. 

My general rules for head hair is: Cut your hair every 
eight months or every two weeks; grow a beard or be 
severely clean-shaven at all times. DO NOT growa 
mustache. See ideal hair, attached, in the picture of 
revitalized Richard Marx. 

The T-shirt. Everything about this urban graphic T is 
wrong for any performer outside the pre-teen demo. | can 
break this down extensively, along with all factory- 
distressed clothing, for you upon my hire. But for the sake 
of example, channel Bruce Springsteen. 

Pants. Again, factory-distressing is not your best angle. 
Wear the same pants for six to eight months straight 
before washing (a la Jim Morrison) or sport over-dyed, 
clean-as-a-vigin's-bedsheet denim. Know there is no 
between denim, like Brooke Shields and Calvin Klein 
Jeans. See Brook Shields demo look: 
http:/Awww.youtube.com/watch?v=YK2VZgJ4A0M 

Pose. | tend to stay away from demeanor work, but | have 
coached demeanor successively for a number of my 
clients. | will say you need a lot of work, for consistency's 
sake alone. Don't look so scared, wondrous. Think of Bon 
Jovi's revitalization. See attached revitalized Bon Jovi. 





REVITILIZED MARK REVITILIZED BON JOVI 
As you see, this is my work. When you are in town next 
week, | can make time to see you. We can go shopping or, 
simply, work with whatever's in your trunks. 
| always walk away with a thought for your meditation. 
Here is a poem by Roxette (this could be your theme): 

1-2-3-4 Walking like a man, hitting like a hammer 

She's a juvenile scam, never was a quitter 

Tasty like a raindrop, she's got the look 

Heavenly bound cos heaven's got a number 

When she's spinning me around, kissing is a colour 
Her loving is a wild dog, she's got the look 








She's got the look (she's got the look) 

She's got the look (she's got the look) 

What in the world can make a brown-eyed girl turn blue 
When everything I'll ever do I'll do for you 

And | go la la la lala 

She's got the look 


Rock on, 

Fred Sasaki 
From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
Date: Fri, Jan 29, 2010 at 8:28 AM 


Re: The Look 
thank you Fred, | will pass this along! 
Mike Farley 


Michael J. Media Group/Bullz-Eye.com 
www.michaeljmedia.com 
Currently representing: A Clever Con, Badfish, Bullz- 
Eye.com, Chris Knight, Chris Schutz, Darling Cait, David 
Newbould, Farmer Jason, Fight The Quiet, lan McGlynn, 
Jason & The Scorchers, Jesse Terry, John Milstead, 
Kentucky HeadHunters, Ludo, Me & the Machine Records, 
Megan Burtt, Monte Montgomery, Poco, Pure Prairie 
League, Reagan Browne, Rebecca Rippy, Red Wanting 
Blue, Scotty Don't, The Ilveys, The Mary Dream, The 
Villains, Three Miles Out, Tim Mahoney, Will Kimbrough 
New York Giants blog: http://gmenden.com/ 
Year-round NFL blog: www.imissfootballseason.com 
Musicians Talking Sports Blog: 
http://musicianstalkingsports.blogspot.com/ 
Grub For Guys: www.bullz-eye.com/grub_for_guys/ 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Fri, Jan 29, 2010 at 11:21 AM 
Thanks, Mike, I'm glad you agree. That's what I'm here for. 
Also, | realize | neglected to attached photos of revitalized 
Jon Bon Jovi. Notice how well denim works for both 
Richard Marx and Jon Bon Jovi. That's not a coincidence. 
know where to get these shirts. This weekend, we'll talk it 
out. 
What time do you want me at Schubas? 
Rock, 
Fred 
PS. A great resource (freebie): 
http://www.geekstinkbreath.net/board/topic/567 10/6/ 
From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
Date: Fri, Jan 29, 2010 at 12:17 PM 
hey Fred....1 only told you I'd pass this along, which | 
did.....please don't do anything until Tim gets back to me 
as he makes these decisions. Thanks, 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@ michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Fri, Jan 29, 2010 at 12:37 PM 
Great. | hear you loud and clear. Be sure he sees the 


revitalized Jon Bon Jovi, though. 

I'll go ahead and clear out the day Tuesday. Depending 
on Tim's schedule, | can just wait at Schubas or help out 
during the sound check. | do a lot of reconnaissance at 
sound checks; | see the artist in private action, warming 
the juices. | can notice things that the average eye cannot, 
and that takes my ears, too. | can give you a couple 
pointers about style capturing while I'm at it. I'll bring my 
copy edits for the website, too. You guys caught me at the 
right time! 

Take care, it's a pleasure. 

Rock, 

Fred 
From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
Date: Fri, Jan 29, 2010 at 12:45 PM 

ok sounds good Fred, | will let you know before 
Tuesday. Thanks man! 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 11:13 AM 

Good Morning Mike, 

What a weekend! I've been preparing HLN (Huey Lewis 
and the News) for their revitalized stint in CHI (Chicago). 
Good time, great oldies. LOL! 

But seriously, let's get on the same base about Timmy. 
You said you agreed with me about the need to revitalize, 
and you'll benefit from my expertise in this business, quite 
frankly. Before long you'll be a seasoned pro! 

Shoot over some times and I'll see when I'm free. 
Definitely tell me when's the sound check at Schubas on 
Tuesday. Take care and talk real soon. 

Rock, 
Fred 
PS. Check out the HLN revitelizaiiotaitachest 





REVITALIZED HUEY LEWIS AND THE NEWS 











From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@gmail.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 12:14 PM 

hey Fred...sorry for the delay, finally spoke to 
Tim....turns out he already has an image consultant, so 
he's going to have to pass on your helping him....but he 
thanks you for your interest and | do as well. 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 12:33 PM 

Thanks, Mike. | appreciate loyalty but | do not appreciate 
mediocrity. The fact that I'm surprised about Tim having an 
image consultant is news enough that this is bad news. 
You say he has an image consultant. That is quite different 
than an image specialist. Look, | can be patient about this 
cause I've been in the business for years. But you have to 
understand the stakes at hand. 

Who is he working with? Did this "consultant" see my 
notes and photos? I'd be curious to know what smoke he 
blew in the face of that! But please, in the future, do not 
forward my notes or photos to other people in the industry. 
You had no authorization to do so. | don't want to get 
messy with you about the damage you can cause me by 
throwing around my hard-won trade secrets, but take it as 
a note for the future. OK? 

I'll stop by Schubas tomorrow around 3pm to help set up. 
If this "image consultant" is there I'm not going to tell you 
that | won't start some business. He has no right to my 
secrets OR my clients. 

Rock, 

Fred 
From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 12:47 PM 

Fred...| don't appreciate your pushy attitude about this 
and neither does Tim. We are not interested in working 
with you, period. Thank you for your time, and please 
respect our wishes here. 

From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 12:56 PM 

Mike, 

Whoa, you better settle down. Do you have any idea 
who | am? One thing you're going to learn and you're 
going to learn fast is respect for your predecessors. Sure 
you can come in like some young buck, but not without 
getting a few buck points where you like it or not. 

Look let's settle down. We can hash this out tomorrow. 
Fred 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 1:04 PM 
Does Timmy really even have an image 
consultant? I'm starting to think that that's a blatant lie. Did 





you even send Timmy my notes and photos? - F! 


nae 


From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 1:05 PM 
Yes, | know who you are...you are a bully. And | 

don't respect or care to work with bullies. There is nothing 
to hash out tomorrow. 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 1:25 PM 

Well now I've heard everything! No good deed goes 
unpunished! | expect an apology. 
From: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
To: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@gmail.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 1:25 PM 

Yes, he said that he does....| don't who, but that's what 
Tim.told me. And yes, | did forward your notes to Tim. 

So again, | don't doubt that you have done great things 
with everyone you say you have, but WE HAVE NO 
INTEREST IN WORKING WITH YOU. Thanks, 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 1:39 PM 

Send me Tim's message. You at least owe me that given 
all the time I've spent on this fiasco. 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 5:43 PM 

Did you just try calling me? 

From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Mon, Feb 1, 2010 at 7:38 PM 

Listen, I'm not going to answer the telephone if you 
block your caller ID like that. Don't beat the bush. If you 
want to talk this out, let's talk. 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Tue, Feb 2, 2010 at 12:27 PM 

OK! Tonight's the night! Meet you around 2pm? Fred 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Tue, Feb 2, 2010 at 3:27 PM 
Mike, 
Haven't heard from you. Should | just show up tonight? I'm 
bringing a video camera so | can do a play-by-play. You're 
going to be blown away! = - Fred 
From: Fred Sasaki <fredsasaki@ gmail.com> 
To: Mike Farley <mike@michaeljmedia.com> 
Date: Tue, Feb 2, 2010 at 4:43 PM | 
DUDE IT IS CRUNCH TIME WTF (WHAT THE FUCK)?! 








By Gary Pig Gold 





Over-intellectualizing about a subject as pure and simple in its perfection as 
the Ramones sort of defeats their entire purpose, now doesn’t it? The 
proverbial “dancing about architecture,” as Steve Martin (by way of Frank 
Zappa) might well say. 

Consequently, I’ve shied away from most books and studies concerning 
Joey, Johnny, Dee Dee and Co. that have appeared over the years. After all, I 
have all their records, and spent a goodly part of the late Seventies joyously 
confined within small spaces as the brudders themselves performed the 
music which ultimately flattened, as opposed to merely changed, the whole 
g-damned world. ‘Nuff said! 

So when a copy of Vera Ramone King's Poisoned Heart: | Married Dee Dee 
Ramone (The Ramones Years), A Punk Love Story came my way, I cracked 


it open with a wee bit of trepidation, I do admit. 

Then I noticed the pictures reproduced therein: Gloriously home-spun, fun- 
filled images from a louder, faster and yes, simpler time when a band could 
get up in the afternoon, rocket out of Queens in a rental van, and spend the 
next couple of decades seeing and then conquering all the world in all of its 
magic, Kodachromed glory. 

But it was ultimately Vera’s words, in their own giddy and, yep, Gabba way, 
that slowly drew me. Like only Monte A. Melnick in his own “On The Road 
With The Ramones” tome before, Vera WAS there for it all, right by Dee 
Dee's side, in that van with the rest of The Little Band That Could squashed 
‘cross the very next seat. And throughout Poisoned Heart, she tells it all. In a 
candid, but totally non-catty way which happily — and most Ramone- 
appropriately, need I say — reads more like a vintage /6 Magazine Tell-All 
than some fancy-pant-pressed, stuck-uppity University account 

It certainly takes a special kind of woman to carry the Ramone surname, and 
Vera was, and remains, one of the few and the proud. I was most happy to 





have spoken with her recently, and I know you're going to enjoy this 
exchange as much as I really did..... 

GPG: Could you tell us a bit about your childhood? Would you 
consider yourself a true “rock ‘n’ roll kid”? 

VR: For sure, I was a true rock 'n' roll kid! I think probably sometime 
around the 4th and Sth grade I discovered there was a whole new world out 
there, and was addicted to the radio and early Sixties music. The Four 
Seasons, Lesley Gore, The Ronettes, The Supremes and Motown... I can go 
on and on. Then came The Beatles, and I was completely crazed with the Fab 
Four! I was in love with the London scene and the British Invasion from the 
get-go, and would have moved to England at the age of thirteen if my parents 
would have let me. So in retrospect, I think | was destined to marry a “rock 
star." It was in my blood. 

So you considered yourself “prepared” for a life and marriage with 
someone like Dee Dee Ramone? 

I don't think there was ANYTHING that could have prepared me for my life 
with him, nor would I have listened to anyone if they even tried to tell me 
any different! During our marriage, I went through more than most people 
do in a whole lifetime. My dad, in a very nice way, did tell me that my life 
with Dee Dee would be hard and challenging, and I assured him that Dee 
Dee and I could handle and get through the rough times. The love we had 
was strong and we were prepared — or so we thought — that we would "make 
it," despite the hard times ahead of us. Especially in the world of Punk Rock. 
Do you see any parallels between your up-bringing and that of your 
husband-to-be’s? 

Yes, Dee Dee was part German (his mom) and his dad was Scottish. My own 
parents were from Slovakia and came to this country as teenagers when 
they met. So we both had European backgrounds. We discovered early on 
that we both liked the same foods because our moms cooked very similar. 
We were brought up with strict parents. He was an Army brat raised 
in Germany, and my parents were also very strict Catholics. Somewhere 
along the line we just both sort of rebelled against all the conservativeness, 
and there was NO going back for either one of us. We both had this 
tremendous passion for rock ‘n’ roll and we both hung out in the same 
places. Max's Kansas City and CBGB's were our regular haunts, and we both 
had mutual friends. And then we met. The rest is history. 

Describe, from your perspective, the underground music scene of mid- 
Seventies New York. 

It was a time that can NEVER be duplicated. It was like in the Sixties when 
the Beatles changed everything. The New York Dolls were super hot, as well 
as Iggy Pop and the Stooges, Lou Reed and the Velvet Underground, Alice 
Cooper and SO many others. Then came the Ramones, Blondie, Talking 
Heads, B-52's, Richard Hell and the Voidoids, Television, Jayne County, and 
so many more! It was an explosion in the music scene and New York was 
NEVER the same again. 

What seemed particularly special about the Ramones, even then? 

The Ramones had a raw sound like no other band at the time, so you either 
loved 'em or you didn't. Soon it was apparent that they were the new "IT" 
band that everyone had to go see, and the lines would be around the block. 
They were already making history, I guess you could say. 

The Ramones were actually the first punk band that went to London and 
changed the music scene, and influenced the many popular bands that 
followed after they left there. It was like in the Sixties, when The Beatles 
came to America and changed everything here. The same can be said for 
Elvis in the Fifties. History repeats itself with a bit of a twist every ten to 
fifteen years or so. 

How did you first encounter Dee Dee? 

I met him upstairs at Max's Kansas City. At the bar hanging out, just 
checking out new bands. He wasn't playing that night and walked in and 
stood next to me. I knew immediately who he was but didn't want to seem 
overly impressed, and | think that's what got him interested: I wasn't falling 
over him and was probably a bit more of a challenge for him. 

What was your immediate impression? 

He was extremely good looking, and finding a different girl every night for 
himself wouldn't be much of an effort for him if he wanted. He was the 
"heartthrob" of the Ramones, and everyone KNEW that. He started talking to 
me, and soon he had me laughing and liking him. He had that sexy, raspy 
voice and was very charming and almost a little shy. He wasn't loud or 
obnoxious or full of himself, and I was immediately swept off my feet. He 
was very sweet, and we hung out for quite a while. He asked for my number 
and called me the next day and said he was leaving to go to London, and 
asked if he could see me when he got back. Of course I said YES!! He 








calledme from London a few days later and told me when he would be 
returning to the States, and would call me as soon as he got back. And he 
did. After that we were very rarely apart, and basically became attached to 
one another. And soon I was living with him at Danny Fields’ loft in lower 
Manhattan. 

Did you feel you were immediately accepted into the Ramones’ inner 
circle? 

At the time it was cool, and his bandmates accepted me because I wasn't 
crazy and violent like his old girlfriend Connie. They knew I was more 
"normal" for Dee Dee, and was generally a good influence on him and kept 
him out of trouble as much as possible. 

Tell me a bit about each of the band, as you first got to know them, and 
since. 

Joey and I ALWAYS had a great relationship, and he often would say he 
also wanted to find someone like Dee Dee did and have a more stable 
relationship. Tommy and Johnny were the ones who more or less made the 
decisions for the band in the earlier years. Tommy was always smart and had 
good business sense, as did Johnny. Johnny made sure the band looked upon 
itself as a business partnership and were ALL committed. The band always 
came first, and he kept everyone in line as much as possible. Then Tommy 
left in ‘78 and along came Marky! Marky was fun, and added a lot of humor 
to offset the monotony driving from place to place. Him and Dee Dee 
became instant buddies. Their friendship was both genuine on and off the 
stage, and lasted for many years to come. Marky STILL is keeping the 
Ramones’ music alive, and is a legend in his own time. 

Someone I consider extremely important in the initial development of 
the band was their first manager, Danny Fields. 

Danny was a sweetheart, and the nicest guy you could ever know. He was 
smart, good-looking, knowledgeable, and was VERY cool with Dee Dee and 
me. He let us live with him when we were in New York, and save some 
money so we could get our own place eventually. He always had answers for 
us, and advice about how we should do things. 

And then there’s Monte! 

What can I say about Monte A. Melnick? This man saved my life on many 
occasions, and lived down the block from us in Whitestone when we got 
our apartment. If I ever needed anyone on a moment’s notice, he was there 
in a New York minute. There were many times indeed that I called Monte 
for HELP! He was, and still is, very kind and sweet, and has big heart. He 
endured a lot during his twenty-something years with the Ramones, and 
being their road manager was no easy task! It was 24/7, and he did an 
extraordinary job of keeping everyone on time ...AND did all the driving 
around the whole country in the van for many years. Not many people 
could have endured what he had to deal with and never complained. 
Unbelievable! 

Following Danny, Gary Kurfirst stepped in to the managerial role. 

Gary already had several bands he was managing at the time, and he stayed 
with them till the end in 1995, when the Ramones broke up. Gary was 
SHARP. He had excellent business skills and was also from Forest Hills. 
The boys knew him from the neighborhood before they were the Ramones; 
he was already managing bands like Leslie West and Mountain. The boys 
were in awe of him from the early 70's, and respected Gary. He knew just 
how to handle each individual Ramone. This was NO easy task for anyone. 
He had the charisma and musical capabilities to make them more 
marketable, and always looked out for their best interests. We finally began 
to see some money, and he knew their audiences and where to book them. 
And if he took you into his own close circle, you were in good hands. NO 
ONE would fuck with his bands. He was The Man! I was very saddened to 
hear of his passing and had spoken with him not too long ago. He was a 
great friend and manager, and leaves his own legacy behind. I'm sure he is 
missed by all the people he befriended over the years, and rightly so. 

And then there is the “fifth Ramone”... 

Arturo Vega was with them from the very beginning, and is responsible for 
the artistic backdrop that is identified to this very day on all the t-shirts with 
the famous eagle insignia. He was also very important to the Ramones, 
professionally AND personally. He knew each one of them very well, and 
their distinct individual personalities, and could deal with them as only a 
very few could. Arturo was always, and still is, cool and enjoys what he 
does. I found him also to be very levelheaded, good-looking, smart and a 
very good friend throughout the years. His love for the Ramones is forever 
tattooed across his back. No matter what, he always stayed loyal to the 
band to the very end. 


After so many years in such close quarters then, under such 
remarkable circumstances, a deep bond must have been made between 
so many of you. 

In a way we all still ARE family, and will remain that way even though 
Joey, Dee Dee and Johnny are no longer with us. We still see each other 
when possible and keep in touch. I just recently did Marky Ramone’s Sirius 
radio program while in New York doing book promos. I also saw Monte, 
Arturo, Mickey Leigh and his wife Lene, who are Joey's brother and sister- 
in-law. It doesn't matter how much time goes by, or where our lives have 
taken us. We will FOREVER have that special bond between us. 

As you married Dee Dee in September of 1978, the Ramones were just 
entering what can now be seen as the peak of their initial success. They 
were recording their classic work, touring North America and Europe 
on a regular basis, and were about to star in the film “Rock ‘n’ Roll 
High School.” In fact, you joined the band on the road whenever 
possible during those years, correct? 

I basically quit my day job, and we traveled everywhere together. It's hard 
to be on the road without your loved ones, and the rest of the Ramones also 
brought along their girlfriends, and later wives. They functioned better with 
their significant others, and could stay out on the road for longer periods of 
time. It just became a way of life for us. Then we would return after 
sometimes two or three months, and it felt strange to be at home. There was 
NO routine. We saw our families, friends and did this and that, and after 
a couple of weeks it was like “OK!” and we'd go back out again! We were 
young and could do it. We didn't really know any different. 

Were you and Dee Dee able to spend ANY non-Ramone, “down time” 
whatsoever back in those days? 

While we were home we would go shopping to our favorite stores on St. 
Mark’s Place. Go to our favorite Indian restaurants. Lots of AA meetings. 
We went to openings of new clubs or private parties at the Ritz, owned by 
our good friend Neil Cohen. We had fun as much as we could. 

To use a cliché, did the devil often make use of idle hands? 

Every day was different. There was no set routine or sense of normalcy. 
Sometimes when we had too much time on our hands, it turned out to be 
destructive out of shear boredom, and overdoing something that should 
have been fun to begin with. Life with Dee Dee was NEVER predictable. It 
was a rock ‘n’ roll soap opera ...before reality shows were popular! 

In 1980, the Ramones’ landmark End Of The Century album was 
released. Produced by Phil Spector, it was supposed to help establish 
the band as part of the rock mainstream. This, sadly, never happened. 

I think it was a big disappointment for the whole band. It wasn't bitterness; 
just depressing for all of us. They tried to break out of the underground 
scene, and they just could never break it to the big time like the others. So, 
sadly, they just sort of accepted the fact and did what they did best: Play 
and record new albums. 

Now, tell us how Dee Dee Ramone became Dee Dee King, the original 
Funky Man, and the reactions from both within and outside of the 
Ramones to this alternative career. 

Well, the band didn't like the idea of a Ramone straying from the band, and 
there were some things said that Dee Dee didn't like. But his passion for all 
different kinds of music, from the blues to hip hop, was not unusual. He 
needed a challenge. Playing the same set night after night became boring 
for him at times. So he needed to try something different, new, and 
exciting. It was "Funky Man" that he wrote first, and when Chris 
Williamson from Profile Records wanted him to record it, the band didn't 
want him to use the last name "Ramone" and didn't want to be associated 
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with rap. It was simply put: "RAMONES DON'T RAP"! So he needed to 
come up with another last name. One of the choices was Dee Dee T, and 
the other was Dee Dee King. We were such huge fans of Stephen King and 
his work that this was the ultimately the name that was chosen. Dee Dee 
had just written the song "Pet Sematary" for Stephen's latest movie, and we 
both agreed that he was gonna be Dee Dee King and that was that! Richie 
Ramone helped mix that song and gave him alot of support during his Dee 
Dee King days. He liked going to Manhattan and working on new material 
with Richie. We had a lot a good times together with Richie and his wife 
Annette Stark. The song itself wasn't received very well but this did NOT 
deter a determined Dee Dee to put a whole album out. 

Soon afterwards, Dee Dee officially left the Ramones. However, for 
many years they continued recording his songs. This is a subject — the 
Ramones’ songwriting — that I feel is never given proper respect and 
attention. Would you consider Dee Dee the primary writer in the 
Ramones? Conventional wisdom is that Joey wrote the band’s more 
pop-like songs, and Dee Dee the more hard-edged, “candid” material. 
True? 

Absolutely! Joey wrote more heartfelt songs and ballads. Dee Dee could do 
the hard-edged songs like "Warthog," and then do something like "Baby 
Doll." His range was wide, and depending on his mood resulted in what kind 
of song he wrote at any particular time. I still have many demos in 
possession that have never been recorded. I've had them for at least twenty 
years in a shoe box. All original, on cassettes, which they don't make 
anymore. 

As the Eighties ended, so did your marriage. Would you consider your 
parting of ways at all inevitable? A relief, even? 

Our parting was not because we fell out of love with each other, but rather 
due to other issues which we never resolved between us. He made some 
decisions, and then I had to make mine. Unfortunately for both of us they 
were in two completely different directions. We stayed in touch on almost a 
daily basis for years after the separation, and neither one of us actually filed 
for divorce till five years later. It just wasn't going to work for us no matter 
how hard we tried, and we had to face the reality. 

In retrospect, do you feel this parting was a “good” thing for either of 
you? 

I don't think of it being a "good" thing for either one of us, but sometimes 
people grow in different directions and you have to do what's best and move 
on, even if it's NOT how you want it or planned it. It was time for both of us 
to let go and start a new chapter in both our lives. We both eventually 
remarried. I married my Ken, and a year later he married his Barbie! 
(Barbara). 

Was there any animosity at all following the split? 

There was no animosity, but he did become bitter towards me after I filed for 
divorce. I don't know why. He just couldn't have his cake and eat it, and I 
eventually moved to Florida which REALLY ticked him off. That's when he 
became bitter, and once on the phone while I was in Florida and he was 
living at the Chelsea Hotel, he told me bitterly that I abandoned him! This 
was NOT true, but to him I guess that was how he felt at the time, and we 
didn't speak to one another after that. 

You never saw Dee Dee again? 

I remember seeing him on TV receiving his Rock and Roll Hall of Fame 
award, and I was SO proud of him. After so many years, they finally 
received the respect and recognition they worked so hard for. A couple of 
months after that I heard the news that he had passed, and I felt that at least 
he lived long enough to get the award and now his time here was over. It was 
a VERY sad time for me. It was he who wrote "Too Tough To Die," and 
now he was gone. 

Try to describe your life and outlook-in-general now, post-Dee Dee. 

My life now is a lot different. Gone is the crazy, wild life style, and I have 
someone who truly loves me — and never even knew who the Ramones 
were until he met me! Generally speaking, I have a great life now. But I also 
feel I had a great life THEN. So, no regrets at all. Ever! I wouldn't change a 
thing. 

Is there anything — any records you'd like to set straight, as it were - 
that drove you to write Poisoned Heart? 

Poisoned Heart was written to keep the legacy of Dee Dee Ramone alive. To 
let his fans know who the REAL Dee Dee was; the person behind the name 
“Dee Dee Ramone.” He was a genius and an often troubled soul, but always 
tried to be the Good Man that he knew he was inside. 

Have you any particular points you’d like to make clear in our 
remembrances of Dee Dee and your life with him? 








His fans should remember him and never forget all the wonderful songs he 
wrote, and keep his memory alive because he wasn't properly portrayed, and 
his legacy was missing a big piece. There will be only ONE Dee Dee 
Ramone, and even though he may be gone I want him to know that he’s NOT 
forgotten, and still loved by so many fans, and will be remembered for 
generations to come. 
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It's been a long time, as you know, friends, since the last Roctober, and in that 
time, we've lost far too many true greats to do justice to in this column. 

PAUL NASCHY-The man who literally jump-started Spain's Horror film 
industry, Paul Naschy (nee Jacinto Molina), was the embodiment of the outlaw 
filmmaking spirit. From the time he starred in and scripted his first film, "Mark of 
The Wolfman" (Known, loved, and occasionally reviled, here in the states, as 
“Frankenstein's Bloody Terror"), Naschy worked under personal threat of 
imprisonment by the regime of Fascist Dictator, Generalissimo Francisco Franco. 
Fearing that Naschy's films would somehow give Spain a bad image (as if he 
didn’t have that job sewn up), Franco kept the actor and filmmaker under close 
scrutiny. The central character in Naschy's "Hombre Lobo" (wolfman or 
Werewolf) series wasn’t even allowed to be portrayed as a Spaniard, lest it 
somehow degrade an entire nation (need I say it?). Naschy made that one 
concession, and his most beloved characterization became that of Waldemar 
Daninsky, Polish by birth, but condemned to roam the earth, stricken with 
Lycanthropy (He's a werewolf, you see). The idea to make the hero/monster 
Polish came from Naschy's travels to Poland whose people he found considerably 
likeable. This was one of many times he dodged out on busting rocks, because, 
Paul Naschy, a former weightlifting champion, WAS a rock, and continued to 
write, act, and direct in a plethora of films dripping with blood, sex, sensuality 
and spooky atmospherics, Franco be damned (most likely). 

Naschy flourished in this new kind of werewolf role, one that was sympathetic, 
like Lon Chaney, Jr.'s Larry Talbot, before him, but with considerably more sex 
appeal. With his still-pumped up arms and barrel chest from his weightlifting 
years, and a more than passing resemblance to a younger Marlon Brando, he 
surely brought more women to see movies that used to be considered one big 
Boy's club (uhhh...some of the boys probably dug it, too, if you know what I 
mean). While he'd already acted in a handful of Spanish and Italian productions 
prior to his career in the Horror field, he also worked in American movies and 
TV, most notably in "King of Kings,” one of many pictures at that time revolving 
around the life and death of Christ, and the popular TV series, "I Spy,” in which 
he played not only alongside Bill Cosby and Robert Culp, but also, The Master, 
Boris Karloff. Perhaps their meeting was an indication of bigger and better things 
to come for the young Molina/Naschy. "Frankenstein's Bloody Terror" was 
released in The U.S., briefly in 3-D, in the early 70s (much has been said about 
the Spanish 3-D process, which focused more on depth, hence it's quick 
withdrawal from the America market). Arguably, the biggest commercial 
detriment in the states was, There's no Frankenstein Monster in the picture! A 
distribution deal was made with the late, great Schlock Horror King, Al 
Adamson, to put his own magnum opus, "Dracula vs. Frankenstein,” on a bill 
with Naschy's first Fantastic flick (which Adamson was very impressed with) in 
Second Run Theatres and Drive-Ins throughout the USA, on the condition that 
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the Spanish import contain "Blood " and "Frankenstein" in it's working title 
Ironically, Naschy had asked Lon Chaney, Jr., to star as The Wolfman in his film, 
but age, alcoholism, and cancer made such an undertaking impossible. Chaney's 
last (or penultimate?) role was for Al Adamson, every bit the sympathizer that Ed 
Wood was to Bela Lugosi in decline, and similarly reviled by squares, was that of 
Groton, the Mad Zombie in "Dracula Vs. Frankenstein,” so, in effect, Naschy still 
got to share the bill with his hero, and pave the way for a new kind of terror in the 
International cinema, with a great ad campaign featuring a voice-over by the 
Ghoul of Greenwich Village, Brother Theodore (who also does a spoken intro to 
the film, attempting to explain why there's a Werewolf instead of a Frankenstein 
Monster, by identifying the picture's original Wolfman, the one responsible for 
Daninsky's affliction, as...(are you ready?).... WOLFSTEIN!). Daninsky does 
battle with a Vampire, posing as an occult specialist, and claiming to possess a 
cure for Lycanthropy, when, in fact, he and his Vampire Bride use Black Magic 
to try to manipulate the beast for their own evil means. The Vampire, for all 
intents and purposes, appears to be Dracula, though it's never really confirmed. 
While Dracula's name was used in some of the European working titles, 
Americans might have, generally, felt ripped off when they found out that the 
title monster does not appear. Still, many filmgoers were said to have changed 
their tune when they realized it was still an atmospheric, Hammer-influenced 
(right down to the use of unnatural lighting and bright pastel colors), traditional 
Horror film, with enough babes, blood and boobage to entice modern viewers. 
“Assignment Terror,” released under various titles, including, wouldn't you know 
"Dracula Vs. Frankenstein,” though the two don't actually m was a 
subsequent chapter in the Daninsky saga (though The Wolfman proved to be a 
supporting character, at best), featured not only The Werewolf, but also 
Frankenstein's Monster (also played by Naschy), Dracula, and The Mummy. The 
original plan to throw a Golem into the works was, unfortunately, deep-sixed 
The movie was an obvious nod to The Universal “House of 
Frankenstein/Dracula" films, with a subplot involving space aliens who look 
remarkably like people (and are led by none other than Michael Rennie, star of 
y The Earth Stood Still,” and soon to leave this world, himself), intent on 
ruling the Earth by reanimating the aforementioned creatures. The film suffers 
greatly from having been filmed in three different countries, with two different 
directors (Naschy wrote the script under his real name, but did not co-direct), not 
to mention the incorporation of a very unlikely concept, even in the realm of 
fantasy, but it's still great fun. As Hammer was in the process of dropping the ball 
(with Sir Christopher Lee announcing in "The Monster Times" that he would 
never reprise the Dracula role, for ANY studio), Naschy picked it up, going on to 





























en's | Hore Fm 


IN (GAN AUNE ) BV Feat 
REPRESENT To \ 










THE HAIR PoE. 
PLAY Suitene 
WHERAS,| Do, 














do his own interpretations of nearly every major fiend of the genre: Mr. Hyde, 
The Mummy, Dracula, The Hunchback, Jack The Ripper, Fu Manchu, and others. 
He wrote and directed several, though not all, of his films. While no one accused 
them of being "High Art,” his pictures are nothing if not usually exciting, horrific 
and high-energy in their execution. It's arguable that even his detractors had a 
good time watching and discussing his films. Naschy's Werewolf is a REAL 
Werewolf, not to slight the masters, Chaney, Jr., Henry Hull, and Oliver Reed, 
but if you were one of Daninsky's victims, you knew he was going to tear you a 
new one (literally), Another variation on a theme was "Dr. Jekyll and The 
Wolfman,” in which a somewhat aging Dr. Jekyll turns Daninsky into Hyde, then 
back again, in an effort to, once more, "cure" The Wolfman. It's Naschy's 
performance as a truly crazed and sexually driven Mr. Hyde that steals the show. 
It brings to mind what Oliver Reed could have done with the same role(s). Many 
of these films are now available on DVD (and hopefully, more will yet be 
released, though, I've been told that several have already been sent have been sent 
back into limbo). Several of Naschy's films made it to the American Drive-in 
circuit (undoubtedly, severely edited). The rumors that as much as 45 minutes of 
"Frankenstein's Bloody Terror" was removed for U.S. release were recently 
dispelled, though the official DVD release contains a good deal of footage not 
seen on American Television. Others, like "Horror Rises From The Tomb,” were 
deemed too grisly for television or the Drive-Ins, and rarely, if ever, shown in 
full. This situation has been rectified, with the recent DVD release of the uncut 
film. Several of these DVDs give you the choice of watching the films in English, 
or Castillian Spanish, with Paul's real voice on the soundtrack (if you can't find 
them for sale or rental from your local DVD salesmen, try online). Between other 
fright fests like "The Mummy's Revenge,” "Exorcismo,” and an actually 
sympathetic "Dracula's Great Love,” "El Hombre Lobo " was never too far 
behind. "Werewolf Vs, The Vampire Woman" (aka "Werewolf Shadow") 
signaled a return to the spooky atmospherics of the earlier films, as did it's sequel, 
"Night of Walpurgis” aka "Return of Walpurgis Night.” This latter was actually a 
collaboration between Spain and Mexico, where Naschy had become very 
popular (it's probable that his films were dubbed, even for The Mexican 
audiences, as Mexican Spanish, and the Castillan native tongue of Spain, are 
quite different), and the Werewolf and Vampire Woman battle to the death (for 
now at least). Walpurgis Night, long observed in Mexico and other countries, is 
the night when The Devil is believed to walk the earth. It was a good premise for 
a Werewolf/Vampire picture, and besides, The Mexican audiences were crazy 
about multi-monster pix. "Night of The Howling Beast,” while not one of the 
better entries in The Hombre Lobo series, is noteworthy for being awarded 
placement in the book of "Video Nasties" (Horror Films banned in Britain for 
extreme violent content....just because the villain has the skin peeled off his back. 
He asked for it! No, I mean, he literally ASKED for it!). There's also a brief battle 
between The Wolfman and a (dark-haired) Yeti, and softcore sex scenes that 
would have done Russ Meyer proud. Naschy sustained a forty-year career (as did 
Franco, the difference being, Naschy fought on the side of righteousness), 
branching out into non-Horror roles, even working in Japan, in Samurai mode, 
but always returning to the cimema of the macabre. "Tomb of The Wolfman" 
would be the last installment in the Werewolf series, and a respectable outing 
(popular "Scream Queen,” Michelle Bauer, starred opposite him), though, 
arguably, his crowning glory was just around the corner. 

"Sangre Rojo" ("Red Blood") was one of Naschy's last films, though not THE 
last, released in 2003(?), and directed by his son, it finds Naschy turning in the 
performance of his career. Playing the part of a washed-up, has been Horror star 
(something the ever-iconic actor NEVER was in his homeland nor to his still- 
growing legions abroad) who can no longer find work in the industry he helped 
create. After suffering considerable humiliation, he accepts the one job offer that 
comes his way: acting as a "Living Statue" outside a trendy disco. He's made to 
stand motionless, dressed as a different famous murderer, every night. Suffering 
the slings and arrows of an unsympathetic employer and a mocking public, the 
once-respected actor goes on a killing spree, not only disguised as the likes of 
Jack The Ripper, Rasputin, and Bluebeard, but convinced that he has actually 
become all of them, each one independent of the other. Much like Boris Karloff, 
who was basically playing himself in "Targets," his last true film (before 
appearing in scenes shot in L.A. by Jack Hill for several quickly thrown together 
movies for the Mexican market, like "Snake People” and "Sinister Invasion,” but 
fans certainly agree, "Targets" was Karloff's final, and one of his greatest, 
performances, just as "Being There" was Peter Sellers’ last, and probably finest, 
film, and not all the cutting room fiascos that soon followed). Naschy was 
playing a character loosely based on his own career (though, as I stressed earlier, 
his real later years were nothing like Bela Lugosi nor Lon Chaney, Jr., in tragic 
decline), and he put himself completely into the role. If anyone ever doubted his 
acting prowess, "Sangre Rojo" will put them straight. Around the time "Sangre 
Rojo" was made, Paul Naschy made an extremely rare American appearance at 
"The Monster Bash" in Virginia, a few years back. A meeting from said 
appearance can be seen (but not actually heard, as the roving reporters on the 
scene couldn’t speak Paul's native tongue!) in the highly enjoyable DVD, "Blood 
E. Murder's American Nightmares Presents Beasts, Breasts and Blood: A Tribute 


To Paul Naschy" (still available at AmericanNightmares.com). Like many Horror 
stars before him, Paul Naschy still threw himself into various projects, pretty 
much until the end. El Hombre Lobo es Muerte. Viva El Hombre Lobo! 

Paul Naschy died just months shy of possibly being able to see Universal's 
remake/remodel of "The Wolfman.” It's safe to say he did influence the film, 
from the monster's countenance to the appearance of a deep, dark (though 
illuminated from behind) forest, to, yes, the way The Werewolf lingers on chunks 
of his victim's flesh, hanging from his razor-sharp fangs. I believe Naschy would 
have approved. 

DICKIE PETERSON - I had the pleasure of talking to founding Blue Cheer 
member Dickie Peterson, several times, but it was the last time that I saw him 
that I realized we'd really become friends. I mean, | should have known that, but 
he made it clear. In reality, though, he treated all of his fans like they were old 
friends. Jeff Dahl, who used to see the original classic lineup in Hawaii, as a 
Psychedelic Juvnile Delinquent, once asked me, "Are those guys just as down to 
earth as ever?” I told him, "Man, they're so down to earth, they're SINKING in 
it!” Now, Dickie loved to hold court, but from where he stood, no one was below 
him. Given his height, most people would consider that an impossibility, even if, 
like Lemmy and Iggy, he always loomed, larger than life, on stage, despite being 
noticeably short of stature. Of course, none of us, in the small group assembled 
after what would, sadly, turn out to be Blue Cheer's final show in Chicago, could 
have known that there would be no "Second Time Around.” I waited to talk, 
privately, with the man, while the others asked him to elaborate on which drugs 
he'd taken over the years. Andnothing else. Dickie was an open book, and he 
answered their questions in great detail. That was all good, but I wonder, had the 
assembled group known that they would never see Peterson alive again, would 
they have come up with some more intelligent questions, or at least something a 
little more relevant to his music? When I got the chance to speak with Dickie, 
alone, I told him, "Dickie, you're still the sharpest dressed man in Rock n’ Roll.” I 
mean, he basically dressed the same as he did in 1968, always sporting some very 
cool threads, in the AIP Biker movie tradition (real Bikers were always a no- 
show at his gigs in Chicago), with beautiful Native American jewelry, Indian (as 
in from India) vests, all the trappings associated with a decidedly non-Hippified 
survivor of the war right here at home. Though, he really cared about, and yes, 
loved, his Brothers and Sisters, telling them to look out for each other, because 
we've got hard times ahead, and he wasn’t kidding, either. I think he really did 
believe we could get through the oncoming crises if we'd just consider those 
around us. And show some kindness. While Sonny Barger once said "I ain't no 
peace creep!” Peterson emphatically stated, "It's all about peace and love, man. I 
don't care what you smoke, snort, pop, drink, or blow out of your asshole, it's still 
all about peace and love!” and when he said it he still came off just as badass as 
Peter Fonda and The Late Dennis Hopper's decidedly nonviolent, but constantly 
dogged, protagonists in "Easy Rider.” Though, Blue Cheer frequently played 
gigs for The Hells Angels in their native San Francisco, and even had a former 
Angel, simply known as "Gut,” for their manager, their Marshall Stacks (six of 
them, with six speakers apiece) were their equivalent to the Biker's hogs. But 
while you can say it's all as irrelevant as talking about drugs, Dickie was sportin’ 
this TUFF ankle-length German black leather coat. He told me, "The old Fraus in 
Cologne, Germany,” (where he'd lived for years) “would wear coats like this 
when they'd stand outside their homes, smoking cigarettes...” Yes, the music was 
more important than the look, but I felt compelled to tell him, he'd pulled off the 
dress, as well as the sound, of 40 years past, remarkably well. He was that cool. 
But Blue Cheer were never a retro or an (Ugh!) Oldies band. They were what 
they were, dig it or don't. If you dug it, you had a friend for life in Blue Cheer. 
Of course, I, too, thought the band would be back in six months to a year, and any 
really pressing questions could wait. But we all make mistakes, don't we? I was 
happy, and humbled, that I got to know Dickie, and Paul Whaley and Duck 
McDonald, on the level that I did. Dickie was tops on my wish list as far as 
interviews go, and he was gracious enough to grant me said interview, which ran 
in these pages a couple of years ago (there article appeared as a link on Wikipedia 
and The New York Times' Dickie Peterson obituaries. While I was honored, I 
wish there could have been another reason for running the article). Peterson cared 
a lot about the music, making improvements where possible, if not always even 
necessary. When a friend asked me if the rhythm section of Peterson and Whaley 
was still tight, I said, "Man, they're STAX RECORDS tight!” In life as in music, 
he was not about bullshit. If he thought he messed up somewhere, he would have 
told you. While his week beats your life, I think his experiences only made him 
that much more attuned to others, and I think he made the most of life, when it 
was good to him. Peterson WAS an open book, yes, but one full of vibrant stories 
and colorful illustrations. "I remember everything,” he said, "I don't see HOW, 
but I do...” One of his funniest recollections was playing The Beaver Club (!!!) 
in Chicago in 1971, "And these two people got up on stage and started 
FUCKIN...” My friend, Bill Bulinski, late of Minnesota Garage Kings, and 
recent inductees to The Minnesota Rock n’ Roll Hall of Fame, The Electras (Of 
"Action Woman,” "Soul Searchin’, and "Dirty Old Man" fame), was at that gig, 
and told me he doesn’t remember that part at all. Ah, but Dickie remembered 
everything. "They say Acid destroys your memory, but I was just the opposite...” 


Surely, he knew things that could have got some of his peers, as well as himself, 
into a lot of trouble. But why be so petty? This wasn't High School, this was the 
school of life, and Dickie held a Masters Degree in Rock n° Roll, and all that 
entailed. It was, regardless of what you've been told, the road less travelled...it 
was a rough damn road, but the road is smooth, today. I believe Dickie's happy 
now, but if God's amp only goes to "11," he's going to be pissed 

The story of Blue Cheer (and to most people, Dickie was Blue Cheer) is, by now, 
well-known. But briefly, Dickie was playing in a moderately successful Bay Area 
band called Group B, later known as Andrew Staples. The group released a now- 
rare 45, and once opened for Muddy Waters, but our boy became increasingly 
impatient with their decidedly pro-Baroque, anti-Rock n’Roll musical stance. His 
friend, Paul Whaley, was becoming similarly discontented with his band the 
vastly underrated Oxford Circle, led by future Blue Cheer member. Gary Yoder. 
The two decided to form a Blues band originally a six-piece, calling themselves 
Blue Cheer, after a potent brand of LSD created by Augustus "Owsley" Stanley, 
the most renowned Acid chemist in the Bay Area, and a staunch supporter of the 
group. The early lineup included Dickie's older brother, Jerre Peterson, and 
another friend who later committed suicide. I had a chance meeting with his 
nephew, some 20 years ago. The original lineup recorded the sound track for a 
short film, "Human Be-In.” It's the only known existing recording by that version 
of the group, who can be seen, briefly, in and amongst the drug-fueled chaos. 
Eventually, bassist and singer Peterson, along with drummer Whaley, and lead 
guitarist Leigh Stephens decided to pare it down to a power trio, the baddest ever 
known. During their reign, they earned a rep as the world’s loudest Rock n’ Roll 
band and for extremely hard partying (OK, so now we are looking back, if not 
fondly, on the drug scene. But their drinking and drugging IS the stuff of legend, 
though Peterson was protective enough of his former bandmates to admit that he, 
himself, had become a drug addict, unable to get clean until the Mid-70s, but 
leaving the rest of them out of it). A demo was made, which immediately became 
a hit on local radio, but no longer seems to exist. They scored a breakthrough hit 
single, a savage reworking of Eddie Cochran's "Summertime Blues.” The Who 
were already performing their own heavy version of the Rockabilly classic at 
least a year earlier, but they waited until 1970 to officially release it, and yet, 
some people think Blue Cheer had stolen The Who's thunder. Whatever. On one 
of few known live recordings from that era, Dickie encouraged the audience to 
attend an upcoming Who concert, citing them as a personal favorite, to say 
nothing of the fact that some of the guitar passages on "The Who Live at Leeds" 
sound like they were directly copped from "Vincebus Eruptum,” the debut album 
from The Cheer, who, by then (1970), were in flux, but still recognized as the 
yardstick for rage and bombast in Rock n° Roll, a title that The Who would, of 
course, wear like a badge (but not of the "Mod" Military variety) by the very 
early 70s ("Live at Leeds" featured not only The Who's take on "Summertime 
Blues,” but also a Hard Rock version of "Young Man Blues” by Mose Allison, 
whose "Parchman Farm" got the treatment by Blue Cheer on their first 
landbreaking LP). Jim Skafish told me that he loved both versions of 
"Summertime Blues.” What's not to love? Rush even used the riffs from both 
versions in their recent rendition. The Cheer had taken Psychedelic music into an 
entirely new dimension, one of rage, terror, and even hate ("Second Time 
Around" SLAYS most Mid-60s Garage Punk Gurl Put-Downs). Of course, they 
had a lot to do with the emerging Heavy Metal sounds, Black Sabbath, Deep 
Purple, Dust, Budgie, Sir Lord Baltimore, and Hard Stuff, they also had 
EVERYTHING to do with Punk. You love it or you hate it. To this day, there in 
no sense of neutrality, but you either love or hate it with a passion, and that's 
GOOD. Dickie should have lived to be an elder statesman of Punk, like Iggy Pop. 
Wayne Kramer, Lou Reed and others. Dickie knew of his band's influence (even 
though the punk rockers were mainly a no-show at his gigs), mentioning that, "As 
I understand it, we were a cult band in England when The Sex Pistols were 
happening...” The band's second album, "Outside Inside,” was a more ambitious 
undertaking, combining the sonic attack of the first LP with tighter musicianship 
and mindblowing studio embellishments. Peterson later stated that he thought the 
album sounded great, but had no idea how they were going to perform many of 
these songs on stage. While their sophomore release proved to be a more 
optimistic effort than it's predecessor, it was still the sound of a band on the verge 
of collapse. Many people feel that it's the better album of the two, but it didn’t 
sell quite as well, nor did a fine string of singles (with beautiful picture sleeves!) 
that followed in " Summertime Blues'" wake. With Stephens’ departure (largely 
brought on by disagreements with Peterson- -- he once threw his guitar down and 
left Dickie and Paul to fend for themselves onstage, but he also became 
disillusioned with the violence their music seemed to invoke. From what I've 
heard, a great number of these occurrences were, of course, by accident, but it 
was happening with alarming frequency. A friend of a friend was struck in the 
forehead by a drumstick that accidentally went sailing into the audience, and left 
her bleeding like a pig. Whaley, being the sweetheart that he still is, apologized 
profusely, and tried to console the girl, who was tripping her brains out, and told 
him everything was all right. Stephens was replaced with the remarkably talented 
Randy Holden (of The Other Half, Sons of Adam and Fender Four), who 
(temporarily) took the band into an entirely different direction, one that Peterson 
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wasn’t happy with, though he admired his guitar playing a great deal. Dickie, no 
doubt, felt he was losing control of the band (it would happen again). Holden's 
approach was still heavy, though both dark and fluorescent in tone. He could 
have added so much to the band but it’s clear that he was not a team player. I even 
read that he didn’t do drugs! That could very well be so, but he seemed prone to 
both introversion and aggressive behavior. Dickie, growing weary of Randy's 
eccentricities, the last straw, Dickie told Goldmine, was when Randy took 
Dickie's new gear all apart, just before a big gig in Stockholm, saying he's going 
to fix it. Holden lasted one side on the band's 3rd LP, "New! Improved!” Paul 
Whaley left, of his own volition, after the album was completed. Soon, Dickie, 
who was still contracted to Phillips Records, soldiered on with different lineups, 
featuring members of Mint Tattoo, including Bruce Stephens, who later recorded 
with Leigh Stephens under the name Pilot, which they quickly turned over to the 
far more successful Pilot of "Magic" fame. Leigh was becoming closely 
associated with The Jeff Beck Group and later, The Faces. Mick Waller, 
drummer for The Jeff Beck Group, worked extensively with Leigh, beginning 
with his first solo LP, "Red Weather,” which should bear a big  sticker- 
“WARNING: AQUIRED TASTE!” though it's recommended to fans of heady, 
trippy, late 60s Psych. The two worked together in Silver Metre, which alternated 
between early 70s Hard Rock, sometimes evoking Blue Cheer, and the more laid 
back Honky Tonk Rock Elton John was doing in his early days. In fact, the band 
covered three of his songs before he'd staked his claim as a superstar in The 70s. 
Pete Sears, Seatrain, and later, Starship, bassist (He turned up recently on The 
Seeds’ only reunion CD, too) also played in the band which could have had it 
both ways, but their album tanked, and apparently, they only played one gig. 
Meanwhile, Blue Cheer soldiered on, also alternating between a less abrasive 
Hard Rock sound, and flirtations with Country-Rock that often succeeded 
artistically if not commercially. They were joined on drums, and even Sitar by, 
Norman Mayall, late of Sopwith Camel, who'd had a hit with the Vaudevillian 
"Hello, Hello.” He also played studio drums on "Spirit in The Sky,” considered 
by many to be the prototype for Glam Rock in The UK, as well as the 
Dr-Demento favorite, "The Eggplant That Ate Chicago.” The group would, later 
be unofficially led by Gary Yoder, late of Kak, whose remarkable studio 
Psychedelic Rock album apparently wasn’t followed by live gigs, and before that, 
Oxford Circle, as mentioned before. The last version of the group recorded some 
interesting material, but tensions flared, as sources say Mayall didn’t do drugs, 
preferring Eastern Spiritualty. It all came to a head, as Dickie told Goldmine, 
because Norm tried to make him put the cocaine and marijuana down, and drink 
some carrot juice instead. Dickie punched him in the mouth, and that was the end 
of Blue Cheer, for a while, at least. It was plain to see that Dickie was at the end 
of his rope when the band finally called it quits in 1972. But he was far from 
deterred, starting a new version of Blue Cheer in 1974. Alternately known as 
Peterbilt, with Jerre Peterson back in the fold, and Reuben De Fuentes, later of 
the Power Pop Hollywood Stars, who took one of the best songs from the Kim 
Fowley-recorded demos, "Make It To The Party,” which could have been a hit. 
Some of Fowley's demos have been released, and most of them are just good 
Rock n’Roll. Nothing extreme, but more rockin’ than several of the previous LPs. 
Fowley once said there's an unreleased version of "California Sun " that, "sounds 





like The Cars,” but he meant that as praise. Dickie put together yet another 
version of the band in 1979, by which time he owned the name. He was joined by 
the younger Brother of a Blue Cheer Roadie, Tony Rainier. The band briefly 
toured, and attempted to record an official seventh B.C. album, which made it as 
far as the cover art. Never one to be held down for long, in 1984, he discovered 
that Paul Whaley was alive and well and living in London (each one thought that 
the other was dead). Tony Rainier was reinstated, as Leigh Stephens showed no 
interest in rejoining the band and a new album, "The Beast is...Back" was 
released in 1985. The album was criticized heavily for Rainier's Modern Metal 
Guitar sound, the indifferent production, and the re-recording of four early 
classics (though "Babylon" is probably as good, or better, than the original). The 
band toured around the states a bit, but were unable to cash in on the Heavy 
Metal revival (I'd still take their record over what was passing for "Heavy" at the 
time). Eventually, former Savoy Brown guitarist, Andrew "Duck" MacDonald, 
would replace Rainier (who still collaborated with Peterson in Mother Ocean, a 
Blues-based group which covered B.C. songs from every facet of their career), 
and for over 20 years, Macdonald would help Blue Cheer musically make sense 
in this day and age without conceding to the clichés that have permeated modern 
music, especially Metal, though an emerging "Stoner Rock" movement was 
comprised largely of people all too ready to pay homage to The Cheer. Never a 
Leigh Stephens clone, never a shredder like Rainier, always the guitarist for Blue 
Cheer. 

Dickie Peterson is now revered as one of the founding fathers of Heavy Metal, 
but I've always felt he's just as much an elder statesman of Punk as Iggy Pop, Lou 
Reed, Wayne Kramer or David Johansen. Culling from influences like The Who, 
Jimi Hendrix, but according to Peterson, not so much, The Cream, Blue Cheer 
developed a sonic attack that sounded like nothing before. Or since. They may 
have hailed from San Francisco, but they had little, if anything, in common with 
most of the other bands that emerged from a sprawling music scene that seemed 
to have room for every thing, but could readily forget about "Smiling on You 
Brother.” Maybe Blue Cheer was a reflection of the bum trip San Francisco was 
riding on, “More about the horrors of a bad STP trip than anything else,” as "The 
Rock Encyclopedia" put it. "Blue Cheer....,” said a former coworker of mine who 
lived in Haight Ashbury in '67-'68, .”...Were not very well liked in the San 








of an affinity for the burgeoning Detroit scene, and some people consider Blue 
Cheer Honorary Sons of The Motor City. A very significant bill at The Grande 
Ballroom, with The Cheer, The MCS, and The (Psychedelic) Stooges cemented 
that connection, Dickie stating, for years to come,that those two bands were 
among the only ones he would regard as peers. Blue Cheer were UNDER the 
underground, but they did what Moby Grape, (Pre-Dino Valenti) Quicksilver 
Messenger Service, and even The Grateful Dead were unable to do, score a hit 
single. Their full throttle, all amps on "11," White Blues Screamin’, reputedly 
influenced by Janis (though Dickie made it clear that he did NOT care for Janis, 
nor did he consider her an influence), the bass that would carry soldiers in 
Vietnam into battle, if only because a drum sound that seemed to reflect the 
violence that would meet the Love Generation head on, and a guitar sound that 
resembled an atomic air raid siren (I've heard a REAL one. | KNOW), ALL ona 
roller coaster riding off the rails, baptism by fire. It was their Deconstructivist 
adaptation of the Eddie Cochran milestone, "Summertime Blues" that granted 
them success on their own terms, if only for a short while. As with all early 
Cheer, you either loved or hated it. Neutrality was unacceptable. Eddie Cochran 
played some pretty heavy shit in his day. Who's to say he wouldn’t have dug this? 
I believe, had he lived, Cochran may have even considered producing the classic 
lineup, even though it appears that Abe "Voco" Kesh was the only guy, at the 
time, crazy enough to keep up with them. JJ. Cale was offered the job, and 
jumped ship before they even set sail. Bear in mind, Gene Vincent and Alice 
Cooper were keeping steady company around this time (AND The Alice Cooper 
Group did their first gig under that name, opening for The Cheer). As stated 
before, the still-outrageous single was quickly followed by the equally insane 
debut LP, "Vincebus Eruptum,” which is an album without peer. Sure, it's 
comparable to "Kick Out The Jams,” "The Stooges,” "White Light, White Heat,” 
and even parts of Alice Cooper's first two records, but it stands on it's own, and 
sounds like nothing that followed it. When I first heard it, I thought, " Hardcore 
sounds so lame next to THIS!" 

MICK GREEN-Legendary UK Rocker and showman, Johnny Kidd had a run 
that lasted only about seven years, cut tragically short by his death in a car crash, 
in 1966, while en route to a gig. Death on the road, or in the air, was, in that time, 
as well as ours, a common occurrence in Rock n” Roll. Kidd showed remarkable 
style, influenced heavily by the likes of Gene Vincent and Jerry Lee Lewis, 
putting his unique spin on Rockabilly, Rn’B, and later, Soul music. What's best 
known about Kidd, besides his swashbuckling theatrics (adapted, to varying 
extents, by the likes of Keith Richard, Alice Cooper, and Adam Ant, plus lesser- 
known acts like Long John and The Silvermen), a plethora of fine early British 
Rock n’Roll songs, and a voice that begs comparison to that of his friend and 
rival, Gene Vincent. Johnny's greatest strength, besides an above average flair for 
vocals and theatrics, was obviously the tuff, talented backing bands he employed. 


In those days, In England it was crucial that you had a strong backing band to 
complement your stage presence. The most fondly remembered lineup, to this 
day, would have to be the early sixties band of scallywags, featuring Jeremy 
Spence on bass, Frank Fayad on drums, and one Mick Green on lead and rhythm 
guitar. He played both at the same time, and he made it look easy, but you can't 
believe everything you see and hear, and Green was nothing if not unbelievable. 
He could play some NASTY skronk, but with a remarkable finesse that soidified 
his status as the original British Guitar God. Before your Claptons, Pages, Becks, 
Peter Greens, Mick Taylors, and so forth, there was The Mighty Main Man with 
the Master Plan, Mick Green. They all, to a man, looked up to him, as did every 
aspiring Guitar God that followed in their wake. At least, they did, if they knew 
what was good for them. One such figure, Peter Green, of the REAL Fleetwood 
Mac, even made an album with him, "Two Greens Make a Blues" (Get it?), but it 
proved to be a vanity project for someone else. Entirely Beefheartesque in nature, 
and not featuring either great Guitarist to very good effect, it is a curiosity, at 
best. The classic Pirates lineup soldiered on, under Kidd's command before 
declaring a mutiny. Their reign only lasted two years, from 1962 to 1964, we're 
told, though the band made an impressive demo, by way of an audition, in 1960, 
to get work. Green went on to the then-very popular Billy J. Kramer and The 
Dakotas (with whom, apparently, he toured the states) and the White RnB/Soul 
outfit, Cliff Bennett and The Rebel Rousers. It was believed that the group would 
probably rejoin Johnny at a later date, though his untimely demise put paid to any 
such notions. By the time of Johnny Kidd's death, music had changed too 
drastically in Britain for him to keep his head above water, had he lived. 
However, in later years, he probably would have made a series of comebacks. 
Mick Green retreated into semi-anonymity as the Lead Guitarist for one of the 
world's biggest selling Pop stars at the time, Englebert Humperdink. It was a far 
weightier paycheck than he'd ever seen, traveling the world, staying at the finest 
hotels, dining at the poshest restaurants, but something was missing...that 
SOUND! The first time Green heard the hard RnB sound of veteran Pub Rockers, 
Dr. Feelgood, it clicked with him. He later admitted he thought it was a Pirates 
recording he'd forgotten about (the Pirates recorded with and without Kidd at the 
time). Wilko Johnson, The Feelgood's now-legendary guitarist, put out an A.P.B. 
for Mick Green. Upon finding him, he implored him to get back with his original 
Pirates rhythm section. In the midst of the Pub Rock scene that was still in full 
swing, and a Punk scene that was still finding it's wings, no time could have been 
more perfect for a reformed Pirates to stake their claim, Green parted, amicably, 
with his longtime boss, and set sail for more treacherous, shark-infested waters, 
but ones that led to a different kind of treasure altogether: artistic fulfillment. 
Green, Fayad and Spencer quickly reconvened, playing no-holds barred Rock n’ 
Roll that quickly allowed them access to different audiences. The Pub Rock 
crowd, not surprisingly, took to them right away, and even the Punks looked up 
to them as elder statesmen of sorts, and this, in spite of their age (well, you can't 
be one without the other), facial hair (neither of which ever held The Stranglers 
back) or refusal to concede to Punk couture (they were dressing up as freakin’ 
PIRATES!). The seemingly ageist, fashion-obsessed Punks knew they had two 
choices: Get their asses kicked by The Pirates' music, or, just get their asses 
kicked. They looked more than capable of doing the latter. The Rockabilly camps 
were unavailable for comment, though maybe they found The Pirates' barbed 
wired renditions of Carl Perkins, Bo Diddley, and most especially, Johnny 
Burnette classics not to their liking. I'm sure opinions varied. The Punks and Teds 
were still at war, and as much meaner as Green and company came on than the 
self-segregated fans who generally liked very similar music, by all accounts, The 
Pirate horde were great lads. Their bookings began to spread from their early 
stomping grounds at The Hope n’ Anchor Pub to the prestigious Reading Rock 
Festival, making them an act impossible to pigeonhole. Still, their live set was a 
beast that was difficult, if not impossible, to capture in the studio. The band's 
many subsequent live albums are considered their strongest, not to discount their 
studio-based material, but it did not always translate as well as their savage live 
sets. Their best all-around studio LP was arguably the ten-incher, "A Fistfull of 
Dubloons,” though, most fans would probably hold their debut "Out of our 
Skulls" aloft as the yardstick by which any Rock outfit worth their salt should 
judge themselves. But that, again, would prove to be due to the fiery live set 
comprising side one. Eventually, The Pirates would part company, Mick retaining 
the name, and the overall band concept, employing everyone from his son to John 
Gustafson, late of The Big Three, Hard Stuff, and Roxy Music, and who fronted, 
easily, the second finest Pirates lineup. By The Late 90s, the real "Big Three,” 
Green, Fayad and Spence, were back in action, doing what they did best, kicking 
asses and taking names. An outstanding live document, probably their best, "Live 
in Japan, 2000,” found the rare addition to their set (which seldom varied) of the 
British Rock Classic, "Brand New Cadillac" by the late, great, Vince Taylor. Still, 
what they could have done with Cliff Richard's "Move It"! Fayad would, sadly, 
go on to suffer from a debilitating illness that made it virtually impossible for him 
to carry on playing the drums. Both Lemmy and Downliner's Sect founder, Don 
Craine, confirmed to me that there was no way he could continue, though he'd put 
up a courageous battle, retiring, finally, with valor and dignity. But the two 
remaining members refused to give up the ship, and with a replacement drummer, 


continued to accept gigs as The Pirates. Mick was a frequent, and very welcome 
presence at The Eel Pie club in Twickenham, London, often sitting in, or hanging 
out with the likes of The Downliners Sect, Dave Berry, Mick Avory (former, and 
hopefully, future, Kinks Drummer), the Late Art Wood (Of The Artwoods), his 
Brother, Ron, the Late Carlo Little (original Rolling Stones and Screaming Lord 
Sutch drummer), and many others who shared his "Never stand down" 
philosophy. He was soon taking much bigger gigs, joining Paul McCartney (as 
well as Pink Floyd Guitarist, David Gilmour and Deep Purple Drummer, Ian 
Paice) for a raw Rock n’ Roll and Rockabilly set at The Cavern Club (available 
on DVD and VHS, if you can still find it). This same lineup backed McCartney 
on his outstanding "Return to Rock" album, "Run, Devil, Run,” which rocked so 
hard, it alienated many of Paul's fans! Green also toured with Van Morrison, and 
later, Bryan Ferry, for whom he shared the guitar slot with Chris Spedding. 
Sounds great, but the few people that I spoke to about the latter shows (which, 
like the Morrison tour, did play The U.S., but not all the key cities, such as 
Chicago, probably due to even more Visa bullshit) told me that the two monster 
Guitar Players, together, was too much to take in, when even your dog knows that 
either could have fronted the band without the safety net of the other. Still, it was 
good work, and I trust, good money. Plus, he could still do The Pirates in his off 
time. It all came crashing down on Green, tragically and unexpectedly, when he 
suffered a heart attack that required quardruple bypass surgery while touring 
Australia with Ferry and Spedding. His recovery was swift, and he was back on 
the stage, seemingly as strong as ever, in a very short time. But the Death's Head 
eventually found him, and wrapped him in the metaphorical Black Pirates' flag. 
They say "Dead Men Tell No Tales,” but Mick Green's guitar speaks volumes, 
and I do mean VOLUMES! Kidd was The Guvn’or, but Green was The Captain, 
and he kept the music alive, and brutally honest, for a much longer time than 
anyone had a right to expect, without becoming an anachronism. Mick Green is 
not as well known as, say, Eric Clapton, in America. If there were any justice, 
he'd be better known. But those who know him, know him well. He'll always 
touch our souls while he threatens to blow up our speakers. 

FLOYD DAKIL - Dallas Rocker, Floyd Dakil (rhymes with "Tackle") had a 
chequered career, to say the least. Most people remember him fondly for the cool 
'n' classy Frat-Rocker, "Dance, Franny, Dance,” which had the distinction of 
appearing on "Pebbles, Vol. One.” "Franny" stood out on this pioneering 
compilation, inhabited, otherwise, by Psych/Garage monster gurl put-downs 
(with the notable exception of The Bobby Fuller Four's "Wine, Wine, Wine"). 
Not much was known about Dakil, except that "Dance, Franny, Dance" should 
have broken nationally, and it nearly did, when it was released in 1964 (First on 
the local Jet-Star label, then, nationally, on Jamie-Guyden). | was surprised to see 
Floyd's name on a "Pebbles" LP, as I knew he had performed at his own lounge 
in the late 70s, in Dallas. His name stood out as rather exotic, yet so-not 
showbizzy. I'd seen his picture in Buddy magazine, but had no idea that he had a 
Rock n' Roll past. The Floyd Dakil Combo began life in 1962, later calling 
themselves The Floyd Dakil Four, and Floyd Dakil and The Pitmen, after The Pit 
Club in Dallas, where the band were regulars for an extended period of time. The 
Pit Club, reportedly, was located in the basement of The Bronco Bowl, a 
combination bowling alley, skeeball court, penny arcade, and music venue 
supreme. The Pit, it's been said, could hold 2500 patrons. The main auditorium of 
The Bronco Bowl only held 3000, so, it's possible that the club was located in 
what would later become the theatre seating-bedecked Bronco Bowl, though, 
being a rare as cellars are in Texas, maybe that area WAS considered the 
basement. At any rate, Dakil and crew performed with top-name acts like The 
Dave Clark Five, Del Shannon, The Everly Bros. (in fact, a copy of the poster for 
a Don, Phil and Floyd gig can be seen on the MySpace site, "A History of Dallas 
Music.”), AND Chuck Berry! Wild times, indeed. The band tried hard to come up 
with another single that would capture the magic of "Dance, Franny, Dance,” but 
sell more copies (Dakil was never paid royalties on "Frannie,” so, who's to say 
how many copies it actually sold?). The big breakthrough single never happened, 
but it could have been any one of the outstanding follow-ups, "Bad Boy" 
(covered in The 80s by Dallas/Austin Roots Rock Kings, Teddy and The Tall 
Tops) with it's pounding beat and cool guitar, attributes it shared with the others, 
along with coolity, class and taste, was a knockout. "Shiver" and "Kitty Kitty" 
captured the Go-Go spirit of the Pre-Psychedelic 60s, choosing to be done with a 
nod and a wink instead of being overtly sexual. "Stoppin' Traffic" carries on in a 
similar theme. Music to watch girls speed right past. Dakil had an ace croonin’ 
voice, but with just enough youthful enthusiasm in his delivery (It's widely 
believed that Dakil was older than most of his peers, but his age at the time of 
death was reported as just 65, making him barely out of his teens when he began 
recording), but the advent of The Beatles lost him the youth vote. The Floyd 
Dakil Combo, as they're better known, broke up in 1967. The following year, 
Floyd nailed the gig he'd been dreaming of, as lead guitarist for Louis Prima and 
Sam Butera. It's not believed that Dakil played on any of their recordings, when 
Prima was making comeback bids as unlikely as Disney's "The Jungle Book,” an 
LP of remakes on Hanna Barbara Records, and a spaghetti sauce commercial. 
Still in demand in the showrooms, Prima and Butera, and in effect, Dakil, were 
never hurting for work. Floyd took the experience of working with Prima, and 


turned it into a successful entertainment career, without benefit of being a big- 
name performer himself. Besides working the showrooms in the major hotspots 
across The U.S., he reportedly performed on a show for Prince Ranier of 
Monaco, with Frank Sinatra and Bob Hope among the attendees. Eventually, he 
returned to performing in Dallas at Floyd Dakil's Lounge, where he performed 
"Request material,” and drew a good following of locals and visiting business 
people. In the 80s, however, not much was heard from him. Shortly after (the 
recently reformed) Teddy and The Tall Tops cut their smokin' version of "Bad 
Boy,” lead Singer and Frontman, Ted Roddy, told me that somebody needs to 
write The Floyd Dakil story, and that somebody was me. This was in 1987. I was 
in the process of moving, and knew very little about Dakil's career or his back 
catalogue. But Ted gave me a lot of encouragement, | should say, he practically 
implored me. Now, this was before The Internet, so there was only one thing to 
do. Call the man, himself. I did reach Dakil, and found him, at once, to be a really 
good cat. He had no pretensions, whatsoever. In fact, he professed to be amazed 
by my interest, stating that he "wasn’t even a has been.” He had a notion, he said, 
that some of his material may have been booted in the past, but he had absolutely 
no idea about his inclusion on "Pebbles" (He wouldn't be the last artist who 
appeared in the well-known series that I'd be bringing that news to), nor about his 
short mention in "The Acid Trip" book, and in "Kicks" magazine (whom I'd 
hoped to hawk the interview to, if one ever transpired). Floyd was tickled by all 
this, and to know of The Tall Tops' new cover version of "Bad Boy" (Evan Johns 
would go on to record and perform "Dance, Franny, Dance" before the 80s, 
mercifully, drew to a close, and Deke Dickerson performs it regularly in his live 
show today). The idea of an interview was lightly kicked around, though Dakil 
politely declined, having too many prior obligations, including a one-off reunion 
with some of the members of the original Floyd Dakil Four. This was for a 
private, corporate function, so I couldn't give you a belated review. I wasn’t in 
much of a position to be writing my first major Rock n’Roll article, either, as I 
was busy putting stuff in boxes and saying "Till then" to my friends (I hate 
goodbyes). But Floyd did avail himself long enough to tell me a bit about what 
the music scene was like in 60s Dallas/Ft. Worth, a region not exactly celebrated 
for it's progressive attitudes toward race relations. Surprisingly, he said, though 
there were "Black venues" and "White venues,” it was never a problem to go to 
each other's respective stomping grounds, hence he caught a lot of great R n’B 
acts that weren’t playing in the White clubs. He said he was also friends with 
several bands that broke a little later, like Mouse and The Traps and The Five 
Americans. What did make itself increasingly clear was that Dakil seemed happy 
where he was at, and didn’t mind maintaining a decidedly low profile. Whether 
he would ever really make a return to the Rock n’ Roll stage again seemed very 
uncertain, and in my personal estimation, unlikely. Imagine my surprise, some 20 
years later, to find out that Floyd had performed on The Ponderosa Stomp stage 
at SXSW. On further investigation, I found out that Dakil was doing the odd gig, 
here and there. A video clip of Floyd performing with The Nitecaps (the original 
"Wine! Wine! Wine!" hitmakers) at a then-recent reunion of Dallas bands from 
the 60s, and despite the rough quality, you could see he was sounding, and 
looking, good. He was slated to appear at The Warsaw in Brooklyn with The 
Trashmen, Gene Summers, Hayden Thompson, and others. But before he could 
pass though that curtain, the final curtain descended upon him. 'Til then, Floyd. 

TULI KUPFERBERG- Probably moreso than any other band The Fugs (For 
whom Kupferburg is more noted for his songwriting than for singing or playing 
an instrument) bridged the gap between Tbe Beat Generation and what we now 
call Garage Punk. It was an unsteady bridge, at best, but it was one nobody else 
seemed to want to stand on. Even the early Mothers sound like Fugs dependents, 
in retrospect. When The Fugs formed in 1964, Kupferberg was already 40 years 
of age, give or take six months. Forty year olds simply were not supposed to play 
in Rock bands in those supposedly enlightened, but frankly, ageist, times. "The 
Fugs' First Album,” released on ESP. was more of a minimalist Folk-Rock effort 
than the follow-up, "The Fugs.” The former contained such now-classic ditties as 
"I Couldn't Get High,” “Nothing,” "Boobs a Lot" (also recorded by The Holy 
Modal Rounders), and "I Feel Like Homemade Shit" (the word "Shit" isn’t 
mentioned in the song, but it's surely the first published song with the word in it's 
title). The latter LP shows a lot of growth, instrumentally and melodically, 
arguably (dare I say it?), the more accessible of the two, and a favorite among 
fans, though it alternates between more Rock-oriented structures and a complete 
disregard for structure, altogether. Kupferberg wrote, or co-wrote, Fugs faves 
such as "Kill For Peace,” "CIA Man,” " Supergirl" and "C.C.D." (not short for " 
Catechism,” but rather, "Coca Cola Douche").The band's third album "Virgin 
Fugs: For Adult Minds Only" was cited in print as "Subversive" (say it ain't so!) 
for the line, "The Commies are gonna take Brooklyn, They're gonna take Nassau, 
too. The Commies make good soldiers...,” failing to run the punchline, "Because 
they never take time off to screw!,” in an article reprinted, without a hint of irony, 
in the SciFantasy mag, "Prevue.” The album (which included a "Fugs Grab Bag" 
of inserts, most notably, an animated photo book of Tuli stripping nude, with a 
small American flag in hand. Pretty tame stuff, today, it must have caused an 
uproar at the time) shows a band returning, largely, to it's Beat-Folk roots. In fact, 
it contains Allen Ginsberg's "I've See The Best Minds of My Generation Rot,” 











from his book, "Howl" (widely regarded as a Bible for The Beats) set to music 
Ginsberg had, originally, dedicated a passage in "Howl" to what is now one of the 
greatest Urban Legends of The Beat Generation, the attempted suicide of his 
friend, Kupferberg, who, reportedly, jumped off The Brooklyn Bridge and lived. 
The story, which seems to have neither been confirmed nor dispelled, actually 
finds it's protagonist jumping off the Manhattan Bridge, because "I thought that I 
had lost the ability to love...so, I figured | might as well be dead.” He managed, 
somehow, to swim back up to the surface, where he was rescued by a passing 
tugboat (though he claimed that no one noticed him, and he made his own way 
back to shore, went home, and took a bath. Now, we all know Beats didn’t bathe. 
I'm kidding! Hello! Is this thing on?). Kupferberg was also referenced in a 
cartoon in the comic book insert that accompanied "Electric Comic Book.” In 
time, The Fugs became more streamlined, a change that accompanied a switch 
from the Avant Garge ESP to the Sinatra-owned Reprise Records, though they 
could hardly have been accused of "Selling Out.” The Fugs became a stronger 
live outfit, be it on the East or West Coast(s), where they seemed to be finding 
their audience. They even rated a feature article in the short-lived Warren 
publication, "Freak-Out, U.S.A...” The Fugs disbanded, as The Underground 
made it's way to the foreground, only to get knocked on it's ass, again (see: Rock 
Festivals), but would reform, performing and recording, sporadically, working 
on a final album, "The Fugs' Last Album.” Tuli can be seen in the 1971 film 
"Dynamite Chicken" (re-released with footage of Richard Pryor in 1980 (?)), and 
the even lesser-known "W.R.: Mysteries of The Organism (also 1971).” A 
prolific writer, his best-known works include the satirical "3,000, 000, 000, 000, 
000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000, 000 Beatniks, Or, The War Against 
The Beats,” " 100] Ways To Beat The Draft "(w /Robert Bashlow), "1001 Ways 
To Make Love" and "I Say, To Masturbate is Human, To Fuck, Divine.” The 
seemingly contradictory nature of his political stance, one of Anarcho-Pacifism 
(but tell that to Crass), and a sense of humor that could be called healthy and/or 
sick, drove most of his work. More recently, Tuli took to expressing his views 
and ideas on his own Cable TV and ideas on YouTube 
(http://www youtube.com/user/tulifuli). Though he suffered a stroke in 2009, he 
returned to his YouTube site and writing for the reformed (as opposed to 
Orthodox) Fugs. Their swansong album, I've read, is entitled "Be Free,” though I 
preferred the (unofficial?) alternate title, "The Fugs’ Last Album.” Tuli 
Kupferberg lived to be 86. 

DALE HAWKINS-Dale Hawkins, to a lot of Rock fans, was "That guy who 
did "Susie-Q” before Creedence, ” if they even acknowledge that there was life 
before Creedence (the "I Put a Spell on You" incident*, anyone?), but while 
that's true, there was a lot more to the man than that. Hawkins was one of the 
first White rockers to record for Chess Records (On the Checker subsidiary), and 
certainly, the most successful. It would appear that with the crossover success of 
Artists like Chuck Berry and Bo Diddley, who were Rockers more than 
Bluesmen, the Chess Bros. were trying to appeal to a younger, White audience, 
the way Sam Phillips had with Sun Records.** Never stuck in just one bag, he 
cross-referenced Rockabilly, Country, Blues. Doo-Wop, and others. The 
swampy vibe of "Susie Q, ” propelled by a now-immortal Guitar lick by James 
Burton, was followed by a plethora of wild rockers like "Class Cutter, *" Miss 
Mergatroyd, ” "Tornado, ” "See You Soon, Baboon, "Four Letter Word (Rock)" 
and "Little Pig, ” but the only one that came close to matching "Susie Q's" 
success was "La-Do-Da-Do-Da" (they'll bring back the firing squad for this, but I 
think it's the better song of the two). Hawkins was always aided by top talent on 
guitar too, from Scotty Moore and Roy Buchanan, back to James Burton. In the 
60s, as Old School Rock n’Roll record sales began to wane (Dale's Cousin, 
Ronnie Hawkins, relocated to Canada, where he could always find live work), 
Dale found plenty of success on the other side of the soundboard, producing The 
Uniques, Jon and Robin, and most notably, The Five Americans (who've recently 
reformed, with all four surviving members), scoring two big hits, "I See The 


Light" and "Western Union, “with Hawkins at the wheel, on Abnak Records, for 
which he served as Executive Vice-President. He also produced The Gentrys, 
Bruce Channel and former Rockabilly Artist, Ronnie Self, while he was VP in 
charge of the Southwest Division, for Bell Records. He later worked with Harry 
Nilsson and Mike Nesmith, while doing duties with RCA's West Coast Rock 
Division. Creedence Clearwater Revival, not surprisingly, showed an interest in 
working with Hawkins as their Producer, but as he stated in an interview in Kicks, 
there just weren't enough hours in the day. He did, however, find time to make a 
strong solo album, "LA, Memphis, and Tyler, Texas,” which covered the many 
bases that formed his musical makeup, and featured members of Mouse and The 
Traps, whom he also produced. In 1999, after a long sabbatical, Dale released, 
more like unleashed, "Wildcat Tamer,” not exactly a Rockabilly affair, but as 
wild a concoction of Rock and Country as you'll ever hear. Hawkins began 
performing, again, on a semi-regular basis, at festivals like The Ponderosa Stomp 
(where he gave one of his last-ever performances, with James Burton on Guitar) 
and The Green Bay Rockin’ 50s Festival. Unfortunately, in the midst of all this 
recording and performing (his last release was the highly-rated "Back Down To 
Louisiana"), Hawkins was diagnosed with Colon Cancer. Now, lesser men would 
have thrown in the towel, or, at least, focused all their energies on getting better. 
Hawkins was not going down without a fight, and even then, he didn’t seem to be 
going down, anytime soon. He bravely underwent Radiation Treatment, and 
performed when he was well enough to. I saw him twice after his illness was 
made public. This was not a dying man, playing on our sympathies, or even going 
in with the understanding that his audience might settle for less, under the 
circumstances.This was a man who wanted to live, and wanted to keep living for 
his music, and wanted to work as hard as he could on his music. One could have 
been forgiven for thinking the worst was behind him. I know I did. But in leaving 
This Mortal Coil, as they call it, Dale Hawkins did, in fact, leave the worst of it 
behind him. The good stuff is still there. That Four Letter Word called ROCK. 

* Depending on when he was telling it, Screaming Jay Hawkins stated that he 
played a show with Black Sabbath, and Ozzy Osbourne, upon hearing him do 
"Spell,” said,"Aw, he's doin' that Creedence song,in'he?.” Ozzy later apologized 
when he saw he was wrong. The other version goes that Screamin'Jay was 
opening for the Rolling Stones (which he DID do, probably in 1981) and he 
accosted a fan for making the same, dumb remark. 

** Reportedly, Leonard Chess was not too fond of the Dale Hawkins' music, nor 
that of other White Rockabillies signed to his label. While this is possible, it's 
pretty much impossible to confirm. 

DENNIS HOPPER-Dennis Hopper, to many, even himself, it seems, 
embodied the death of The 60s dream. His Peaks were high, his valleys low (no 
drug reference intended. There'll be others). But I'm not talking about how 
events such as The Manson murders, Altamont, The ‘68 Democratic 
Convention, Kent State, or the early recorded efforts by The Stooges, The Alice 
Cooper Group, The MCS5 and Blue Cheer pretty much put the nail in the coffin 
of the Hippie Generation. Hopper had to be aware that, culturally and politically, 
the shit was about to hit the fan. His characterization as "Billy" to Peter Fonda's 
"Captain America" epitomized the very self-importance with which their 
emerging youth culture shot itself in the foot. 

They seem like good guys on the surface, not Bikers in the conventional sense, 
but individuals, not running with a pack (as Fonda had in the pioneering 60s 
Biker film, AIP's "The Wild Angels,” and Hopper did in the lesser-known "The 
Glory Stompers"), brimming with macho bravado, but quickly finding they're 
unable to defend themselves against a horde of angry Rednecks, who manage to 
let them go, but not without flaunting their cowardice by brutally murdering their 
new buddy, a harmless lawyer and town drunk played by Jack Nicholson. "Easy 
Rider" stands as the ultimate expression of Outlaw Culture, and ultimately, it's 
death. 

Much like Nicholson, Hopper got his start in "J. D. Films,” most notably "Rebel 
Without a Cause,” with James Dean, whose dream also died early. Hopper also 
appeared in "Giant, meaning that he acted in two of three James Dean pictures 
ever made. He soon went into Television, appearing in an excellent "Twilight 
Zone" episode, but mainly in Westerns like The Rifleman, Bonanza and 
Gunsmoke. But soon,he developed a bad reputation for over-imbibing. In time 
Hollywood wanted no part of him. Surprisingly, it was John Wayne who came to 
his rescue. The Duke was co-starring with Hopper's then-Mother-in- Law, 
Margaret Sullivan (AND Dean Martin. Talk about a booze-free atmosphere!), in 
"Sons of Katie Elder.” John Wayne's patronage helped tremendously, but Hopper 
soon fell off the wagon, and was soon experimenting with drugs. Erratic 
behavior and the notion that he was not a good risk plagued him for most of his 
career. He did go on to appear in "True Grit" and the outstanding "Cool Hand 
Luke,” but he was after something where he could have the freedom he so sorely 
lacked. To do this, he joined forced with fellow Rebel Outlaws, Peter Fonda, 
Bob Rafelson, and Jack Nicholson, who'd found it difficult to establish himself in 
the movies, though he'd worked extensively for Roger Corman and AIP in 
"Psych-Out" (with Dean Stockwell, Susan Strasberg, Max Julian, The Seeds and 
The Strawberry Alarm Clock), "The Terror" (a REAL quickie veture, with Boris 
Karloff. Jack plays a French Soldier (with no accent), The Raven (lots of fun, 


with Karloff, Peter Lorre, and Vincent Price, who told me, with great relish, that 
the AIP Poe films were great fun). Still, his track record was not helping 
Nicholson cross over into the newly emerging Underground Film scene. The 
four put their heads together, and while Nicholson was, himself, an aspiring 
screenwriter, creative control had been largely seized by Fonda and Hopper, who 
couldn’t even agree on the direction the film should take. But working with 
virtually no script, riding to undisclosed locations, and trying to brainstorm on 
some ways to utilize the locals they met, as well as the actual actors like the 
young and yummy Karen Black and Toni Basil. It's been said the local boys in 
the diner scene were, in real life, just as eager to sort out the hash as they were on 
camera, Finally, Fonda tells Hopper "We blew it, man,” meaning their whole 
generation had blown it, and they couldn't turn back. Years later, Hopper said 
"We were doing Pot and LSD, trying to find God, but God had SPLIT!” Before, 
after, and during the making of "Easy Rider,” Hopper was known to be using, 
though this was known to be the very thing that kept putting the brakes on his 
career. His follow-up film, "The Last Movie" drove him deeper in a ditch. 
Though it contained an impressive cast-Fonda, Hopper, Kris Kristopherson, and 
Michelle Phillips (who became one of his five Wives, but for only two weeks). 
The movie was uncerimoniously panned, particularly for the use of studio devices 
that simply do not appear in films. Meanwhile, Jack Nicholson was directing The 
Monkees’ Psychedelic epic, “Head,” which you're bound to love or hate, but even 
it seems more accessible than “The Last Movie.” Nicholson wrote "Head,” but in 
a Marijuana haze, with full cooperation of The Monkees, also stoned on The 
Frotis. It would, again, be his personal habits, drink and drugs, that would keep 
him from landing better roles, or making his own films. By The 80s, things were 
looking up, "Neil Young's Human Highly" contained a rather stellar cast, 
including Dean Stockwell, the vastly underrated Russ Tamblyn, Hopper, Neil 
Young and even DEVO, The movie went nowhere, but then again, have you 
seen "Journey Through The past"(sic)? Peeeee-Yoo! Of course, his bigbreak 
came with the widely acclaimed “Blue Velvet.” From there, he took on diverse, 
if rather strange, jobs. Every thing from appearing as "King Koopa" in the flop 
adaptation film adaptation of the Super Mario Bros. video game to the acclaimed 
"Apocalypse Now" and "Rumble Fish" movies, to directing "Colors, “to starring 
in the hit film, "Speed. ~ David Lynch's master work, "Blue Velvet, “would 
signal his return to movie prominence, but even from there, the road would be 
rocky. When he wasn’t acting or directing, Hopper pursued a career in 
Photography as a sideline. He photograpned the "River Deep, Mountain High" 45 
sleeve for Ike and Tina Turner (Produced by Phil Spector, who had a cameo in 
"Easy Rider"). But the years that followed "Easy Rider" and "The Last Movie" 
were still scarred by his alcohol and drug abuse. His life was a series of 
comebacks and pitfalls. In the political ring, he'd become a staunch supporter of 
the Republican Party, until Sarah Palin put in a bid for the Vice Presidency. 
Hopper then withdrew support for the Republican Party, and openly supported 
now-President, Barack Obama. One of his last film appearances was in George 
Romero's "Land of The Dead.” A friend said "Hopper phoned in his 
performance,” but it was good to see an old friend, again. Dennis Hopper was 
diagnosed with Prostate Cancer, and in the final stages of that, as well as a 
divorce from his fifth wife, he lived to see his star on the Walk of Fame, and 
attend the ceremony. Sadly, it was almost immediately after that one last glory 
that he took his last ride, flipping off rednecks and "The Man" along the way. 
Friends on The Mend: Danny "Daddy-O Grande" Amis (Los Straitjackets), Bob Mulrooney 
"Bootsey X" (Lovemasters, Dark Carnival, Ramrods), Rudi Protrudi (Fuzztones), Joe South. 
"There's a Man Going Round, Taking Names": Of course, there's not enough room here 
to include everybody that deserves to be on this list. Starting with the man who had the most 
impressive credentials: Michael Been of the Call "Modern Romans"), Aorta (Chicago Psych 
band late 60s), Lovecraft (H-P. Lovecraft offshoot, worked with Jerry Miller and Bob Mosley 
from Moby Grape, Sideman for Harry Dean Stanton's singing career (!!), wrote "Let The Day 
Begin,” which became Al Gore's 2000 campaign song, and his Son, Robert Levon Been, is 
currently in Black Rebel Motorcycle Club. Patricia Neal (Day The Earth Stood Still, Hud, 
Breakfast at Tiffany's.), Soupy Sales, Marvin Isley, Sugar Minott, Walter Hawkins (Edwin 
Hawkins Singers), Pete Quaife (bassist-The Kinks), Abby Lincoln (Jazz Singer! Songwriter 
and activist. Almost gave Jayne Mansfield a run for her money in The Girl Can't Help It). 
Mick (micky) Jones (Guitarist-Johnny Hallyday, Foreigner), Lorene Yarnell (mime-Shields 
and Yamell), Willie McTell (Guitarist-The Deacons), Walter Klein (Owner, Chicago music 
venues-The Vic, Tut's), Charlie Ryan (Country/Rockabilly singer-" Hot Rod Lincoln"), 
Coleman, Vonetta McGee (Shaft in Africa, Blacula, Repo Man), Harvey Fuqua 
(Moonglows), George Newcom (drummer, Loading Zone), Tony Peluso (guitarist- 
Carpenters, Bobby Sherman, Mark Lindsay and Instant Joy, and in some capacity, Paul 
Revere And The Raiders), Rue Mclanahan (the Golden Girls, Maude. Voices-King of the 
Hill, Spiderman), Tony De Preta (Cartoonist-Joe Palooka, Rex Morgan, M.D., Dracula Lives, 
Monsters Unleashed), Ali Ollie Woodson ("Original" Drifters, Temptations), Art Linkletter, 
Pat Stevens (M*A*S*H, Voice of Velma, "Scooby Doo"), Bill Aucoin (manager-KISS, 
Piper, Billy Idol, Starz, Manowar), Ramellzee (masked Hip Hop and Grafitti Artist), Fred 
Anderson (Chicago-based Tenor Sax player, Owner-Velvet Lounge.), Phil Gulley (Green 
Acres, Petticoat Junction, Beverly Hillbillies), Jim Pugliano (Drummer, The Jaggerz), Jimmy 
Dean, Jojo Billingsley (Backing vocals, Lynyrd Synyrd), Al Williamson (Cartoonist-Creepy, 
Eerie, E.C. and Marvel Comics), Ally Ferguson (Barney Miller, Charlie's Angels, FISH), 
Ken Brown (guitarist-Quarrymen, Pre-Beatles), Allison Parks (Playboy Playmate of The 
Month, Oct. '65), Vince O' Brien ("The Shell Answer Man,” Dark Shadows, Annie Hall), 
Catfish Collins (James Brown's J.B.s, Funkadelic), Gary Shider (Guitarist-Funkadelic, aka 
"The Diaper Man "), Phillip Petty (bassist, Point Blank), Crispian St. Peters (You Were On 


My Mind [UK hit version], The Pied Piper), Stuart Cable (drummer-The Stereophonics), Al 
Goodman (Ray, Goodman and Brown), Ben Keith (Pedal Steel Guitar, Neil Young), John 
Callahan (quardraplegic Cartoonist, Black Humorist), Phillip Walker (Texas Gulf Coast 
Blues Guitarist, played with Clifton Chenier, Lonnie Brooks), Carl Gordon (Roc, Brother 
From Another Planet.), Peta Rutter (Power Rangers, Xena, Young Hercules), James Gammon 
(Any Which Way You Can, Urban Cowboy, Cool Hand Luke), Hank Cochran (Country 
Singer/Songwriter. Wrote hits for Patsy Cline, Ray Price, Ronnie Millsap. One half of "The 
Cochran Brothers” with non-sibling, Eddie Cochran), Harvey Pekar (Cartoonist, American 
Splendor), Corey Allen (Rebel Without a Cause), Fernando Fernandez (Spanish Cartoonist- 
‘Wrote and drew Vampirella, Eerie), Ted Kowalski (the Diamonds-"Little Darling,” "The 
Stroll"), Jack Parnell (Conductor-Muppet Show Orchestra,), Bobby Hebb-("Sunny"), Makh 
Daniels (singer, Early Graves), Mitch Jayne (Bassist-The Dillards aka "The Darling Family" 
on The Andy Griffith Show, Return To Mayberry TV Movie), Dan Resin (Caddyshack, The 
Sunshine Boys, The Happy Hooker), Bernie West (screenwriter-All in The Family, Three's 
Company), King Coleman (Do The Mashed Potatoes), Kevin McCarthy (Invasion of The 
Bodysnatchers), Glan Shaddix (Nightmare Before Christmas, Beetlejuice, Heathers), Paul 
Conrad (Political Cartoonist, won Pulitzer Prize. Not to be confused with Chicago 
Weatherman), Robert Schimmel (Comedian, Howard Stern Show), Tito Burns (UK 
Jazz/Rock Musician. Manager-Cliff Richard, Searchers. Discovered Dusty Springfield), 
George David Weiss-(songwriter-The Lion Sleeps Tonight, What a Wonderful World, I Can't 
Help Falling in Love With You), Nancy Dolman (SOAP, Martin Short's Wife. Gilda Radner's 
Understudy), Gloria Winters (the Life of Riley), Richie Hayward (Drummer, Little Feat), 
David Lloyd Wolper (TV/Film Producer-Roots, Willy Wonka and The Chocolate Factory, 
This is Elvis), Val Tilbury (Guitarist-Steve Winwood, Barry Gibb, Shirelles, Joey Dee and 
The Starliters, Young Rascals), Ahmad Alaadeen (saxophone-Billie Holiday, Miles Davis, 
Ella Fitzgerald, Sam Cooke), Kenny Edwards (singer/Songwriter, Multi-Instrumentalist- 
Stone Poneys, Solo Linda Rondstadt, Karla Bonnoff), Ahna Capri (Enter The Dragon, Father 
Knows Best, MAke Room For Daddy), Alex Chilton (Box Tops,Big Star,Tav Falco's Panther 
Burns. Producer-Cramps,GoriesRoyal Pendletons), Soupy Sales (Legendary Kiddie Show 
Host.Nightclub Comic,Hit Single-"Do The Mouse,”Immortalized with a one-shot title by 
Archie Comics Father of Musicians,Tony and Hunt Sales-Tony and The Tigers, Iggy Pop and 
David Bowie sidemen) Jay Reatard, Teddy Pendegrass, Eddie Thigpen (Jazz Drunner-Oscar 
Peterson Ella Fitzgerald) Brian Damage (Drummer,very last show with the " Classic" Misfits 
lineup. Danzig fired him, mid-show,Later with Sylvain Sylvain.Dave Vanian and The 
Phantom Chords Fuzztones,Link Protrudi and The Jaymen,Susanna Hoffs),Tony Clarke 
(Moody Blues) Juliet Anderson (X- Rated Film Star, Producer),Yabba You (reggae 
Singer/Producer.), Neil Christian (UK Pop Singer),Gregory Slay (Remy Zero, "Nip/Tuck" 
theme),Dick Giordano (Inker-Batman, Wonder Woman, Green Lantern),Robert Culp (I 
Spy.Bob and Ted and Carol and Alice,Outer Limits.Everybody Loves Raymond), Johnny 
Maestro (Crests,Brooklyn Bridge), Marva Wright (Gospel Singer. Sang at Democratic AND 
Republican Conventions, 2008),He Ping Ping (shortest man in the world who could still 
walk. Stood at 2'5"),Lisle Wilson ("Leonard" on That's My Mama),Lesley Duncan (Backing 
vocals,Pink Floyd's "Dark Side of The Moon"),Ron Banks (the Dramatics),Lolly Vegas 
(Redbone,Pat and Lolly Vegas),Charles B. Pierce (director-Legend of Boggy Creek.The 
Town That Dreaded Sundown,The Phantom Tollbooth) John Hicklenton (UK Cartoonist- 
2000 AD, Judge Dredd),Meinhard (Frank) Rose (midget Actor-"Little Oscar" for Oscar 
Meyer, last surviving Munchkin with dialogue [as The Munchkin Coroner] in “The Wizard 
of Oz"), Tom Ray (master animator,Wamer Bros), Eddie Carroll (Voice of Jiminy 
Cricket,1973-on. Screenwriter, Hanna-Barbara-"The Amazing Chan and The Chan 
Clan.,"etc.,Erika Eliniak's Uncle.), Vinnie Chas(Bassist Pretty Boy Floyd), Lorin Redgrave 
(ExcaliburFour Weddings and a Funeral. Brother of Lynn and Vanessa),Luigi Waites, 
Drummer/Vibraphonist-(EllaSara Vaughan Dizzy Gillespie, James Brown),Henry Scarpelli 
(Cartoonist-Archie Date With Debbie and Leave it To Binky), Roland Mcleod (a Fish Called 
WandaRipping Yarns,The Goodies)John Forsythe (Voice of "Charlie" on Charlies 
Angels,TV and FilmMichelob Beer jingle.).Buddy Gorman (East Side Kids, Bowery 
Boys).Lori Martin (My Three Sons, Leave it To Beaver,Cape Fear, National Velvet), Big 
Tiny Little (Lawrence Welk Show), Violet Barclay (Pioneering Female Comic Book Artist), 
Doug Fieger (singer,Guitarist-The Knack, Sky, Triumvirat. Producer-Rubber City Rebels), 
Iain Burgess (Chicago Producer/Engineer-Naked — Raygun,EffigiesMinistry Big 
Black.),Richard Delvy (Drummer-Challengers,Bel-Airs. Producer-Surfaris,The Other 
Half,Chambers Bros.,Grateful Dead)Jake Hanna (Drummer-Maynard Ferguson,Woody 
Herman),Art Van Damme (Jazz Accordionist) Jamie Gillis (adult Film Star-The Opening of 
Misty Beethoven),Andrew Koenig (21 Jump Street,Growing Pains.My Sister,Sam.),Richard 
Devon (The Rifleman.Lassie,The Monkees,Twilighte Zone, War of The Satellites;The 
Undead,The Three Stooges Go Around The World in a Daze), Owsley (Guitarist-Amy 
Grant),Walter Sear (Moog Composer of Midnight Cowboy Theme, Owner,Engineer-Sear 
Sound,Oldest Recording Studio in NYC. Among it's clients-Paul McCartney and Sonic 
Youth), Morris Pert (UK Session Musician-Bryan FerryKate Bush,Paul McCartney), 
Dorothy Provine (30 Ft. Bride of Candy Rock,It's a Mad, Mad, Mad, Mad World),Allen 
Swift (Voice of Simon Bar Sinister on Underdog and most of the voices on Diver Dan and 
Mad Monster Party. Voice of Howdy Doody for one year),Sid Conrad (the Young and The 
Restless),Bill DuBay (Cartoonist-Not Brand Ecch, Creepy.Eerie, Vampirella, Archie 
Superhero Titles,The Spirit)Michael Pataki (Twilight Zone, The Green Hornet, The 
Amazing Spiderman, Voices-Ren and Stimpy,The New Adventures of Mighty Mouse, in the 
movies Return of Count Yorga,The Bat People Dracula's Dog.Easy Rider) , Mississippi Slim 
(Blues Artistalternately based in Chicago and Mississippi. Taught in "Blues in Schools" 
program),Peter Steele aka Lord Petrus Steele (Bass,Vocals-Type O Negative),Steve Reid 
(Drummer-James Brown Fela Kuti, Sun Ra,Omette Coleman,Miles Davis),Dixie Carter 
(Diffrent Strokes,Designing Womenlaw and Order SVU), Kage Baker (sci-Fi 
Author)Ralph McInerny (Father Downey Creator),Barry Blitzer (Director-Get Smart. 
Writer-The Phil Silvers Show,Top Cat -- coincedence,you say? -- Flintstones,Land of The 
Lost) J.D. Salinger (author-Catcher in The Rye),Anne Froelick("Easy Come, Easy Go" with 
Elvis Presley and Elsa Lanchester.Blacklisted for being involved with The Communist 
Party),Apache (rapper) Jennifer Lyn Jackson (Playboy of The Month-April, '89), Robert 
"Squirrel" Lester (the Chi-Lites) Jacques Martin (Collaborated with Herge on "Tintin" 
comics)Lynn Taitt (Jamaican Reggae/Rock Steady Guitarist-Desmond Dekker,Ken 
Booth,Bob MarleyLee "Scratch" Perry),Carl! Smith, Jimmy Wyble (Guitarist-Bob 
Willis,Barney Kessell) Bobby Charles (songwriter-"See Ya Later Alligator,” "Walking To 
New Orleans"). 















I thought I was hired for “The View! 


Abstract Artimus “They Won't Forget” b/w “Flight of 
Garuda” (Dingdong) There are a lot of bands in the 
world...et's be honest, there are way too many fucking bands 
in the world. My instincts are usually to wish most of them to 
the cornfield, but my much more rarely utilized impulse is to 
wish some brilliant act was better able to claw its way to the 
top of the body heap. This thrilling boogie future punk soul 
rock n roll dude and his morphing magic act stands out as one 
of my faves and I can't believe nobody is onto this juju music 
yet. This single (inconveniently housed in an oversized 
sleeve) is testament to the terror wreakable by this 
powerhouse. If Abstract Artimus plays your town that gig is 
one AA meeting you wan't want to miss! 


A.D. "Akamai Drone” (A.D.) Although at times he sounds a 
litle like a whiny Trent Reznor, I would still love to see the 
industrial vampire warrior movie this music goes along with. 


The Terry Adams Rock & Roll Quartet "crazy 8's" (Clang) 
Adams' newer rhythm and blues quartet continues to establish 
itself as the kind of perfectly imperfect joyful noise making 
machine that T.A. has been tinkering with for the last hundred 
or so years, It is rare for someone as jaded and over-rocked as 
I to want to spin a disc over and over, but putting this one on 
repeat really makes me feel happy and goofy, which are more 
than simply my two favorite Disney character Special 
Olympians. Of particular interest to Roctober magazine 
readers is a nod to our mascot character Punk'nhead. Of 
course, Adams is musically harrassing and threatening our 
beloved gourd-domed teen, but coupled with the amazing 
compilation of Chris Ligon's greatest hits that Clang released 
last year, which featured Ligon and his lil’ brother Scott (a 
proud TAR&RQ member) tipping their collective hat to 
Roctober's Alfred E. for the zine set, as far as we're concerned 
this is the all Punk'nhead all the time label. Speaking of the 
elder Ligon, some of his obtuse sensibilities seemd to have 
rubbed off on the already oddly-swewed Adams, as his soon- 
to-be-smash song "Imaginary Radio” (where Sun Ra is #1, the 
Beatles make new songs, and program directors are decent 
human beings) is profoundly Ligon-esque. And speaking of 
imaginary radio, the disc ends with an excellent cover of 
Johnny Cash's "Get Rhythm," and on my imaginary radio 
station that tune is always followed up by James Brown's 
"Down and Out in New York City” in a segment I call "Rock 
& Roll Debate Club," with today's debate topic being 
"Resolved: Professional shoeshining provides positive and 
happy experiences for the worker." 


The Adicts “Life Goes On” (Peoplelikeyourecords) Chanty 
pub punk is one of the purest forms of awesome. It just has to 
sound good, it's almost impossible to mess up. And if you do 
it for a few decades you get pretty damn good...and the Adicts 
have it down. These Droogs know what they are doing, and if 
there's anything worth noting it is that the September of their 
punk years may have mellowed them a little. However, this 
doesn't sound half-hearted or weak, it just sounds like a late, 
late night when the pub is getting sleepy. Also, I suspect they 
recorded "Reaky Deaky Boys and Girls" for their 
grandkids, .it's better than anything on "Yo Gabba Gabba!" 
afternoon naps “parade” (HHBTM) Kinda snoozy. Lush pop 
and lo-fi don't really function on the same plane (though I like 
the way the flute was recorded). 


ag ag lady “broken television slash mirror” (Broke Whore) 
This has more slinky musicality than most 8-bit damaged 
audio music, and I still think that if Cathy the comic strip 
character ever started a noise band and heard this act opening 
for her, she'd excitedly declare, “Ack! Ack!” 

The Aimless Never Miss "Tran" (500 Records) More emo- 
ish sounds from a local staple of the Bay Area scene. Saved 
from wallowing in the usual angst by some snappy melodies 
and unusual arrangements. Could actually be be a hit (as, I 
suppose, their name implies), but not in an annoying way. 
Airfix Kits "Playing Both Sides" b/w "Leaving" (Dirtnap) 
You'll be playing both sides...of this single over and over! If 
this working class British accent is fake that makes this record 
twice as awesome. Or Oi!-some, though it's Oi!-er in accent 
than execution (more post-punk wave-ish) 


Adira Amram "hot jams for teens" (www .adiraamram.com) 
Should be called "Adira GODDAMN!" 


Algebra Suicide “Live in Germany 1990” (Dom Elchklang) 
The late poetess/frontwoman Lydia and the guitarist/current 
Polkaholic Don made up one of Chicago's all-time oddest acts 
in a city swimming in bizarre art rockers hiding behind the 
"punk" flag. One of the things that made them so weird was 
that Lydia's spoken lyrics were so perfectly enunciated and 
presented with a polished actress’ finesse that Don's howling 
new wave guitar goofiness is neutralized in a way that makes 
everything seem tame and clean...maybe even academic. Until 
you listen to the words: words that are funny, biting, 
heartbreaking, challenging. This remarkably well-recorded 
document (from a year few of us remember the band even 
being active) is a serious treat for old fans and potential new 
ones. 


all girl summer fun band/cars can be blue split 7” 
(HHBTM) AGSFB, one of my all time fave indie pop 
combos, delivers a coupe of gems, one of them a delightfully 
mean hate song sung with Hello Kitty notebook cuteness. 
CCBB do the always great coupling of lo-fi indie production 
and 60s girl group ambition with nice results. Plus a poop 
song blooper. A pooper? Had you been in the HHBTM 
singles club and got this in the mail you would have been 
‘super happy 


Another Saturday Night “s/t” (SlowGoldZebra) | noticed 
tons of Rolling Stones posters wheat-pasted to construction 
sites & abandoned buildings & had some sarcastic inner- 
thoughts about Mick & the boys creak out a new inevitably 
unmemorable album. But when I realized the posters were for 
an "Exile" reissue I was surprised to feel a little disappointed 
that no new Stones was forthcoming. Then I went home, but 
this LP on the Victrola, & was in rock ‘n’ roll ecstasy enjoying 
the best new Stones album the Stones never made. Jaggerian 
jaggings with L.E.S. track marks murking up the madness 
makes for some serious hot, cool shit. 


Apples in Stereo/Patience Please split singe (HHBTM) You 
know how sitcoms in the 60s or 70s or 80s would have a fake 
folk or hippie or punk or metal band and try to boil the 
essence of what they misconceive the music to be into some 
weird strange wrong thing that nonetheless is kind of the best 
example of folk, hippie, punk or metal even though it's totally 
fake sounding. If you didn't tell me who these bands were I 
would have thought these were fake songs by someone 
making fun of Apples in Stereo's bubblegum psyche indie 
rock and Patience Please's lo fi indie pop candy music. Which 
is to say, these songs are sort of perfect! 


Ariel Pink's Haunted Graffiti "Before Today" (4AD) I 
haven't been this into pink since I switched from Playboy to 
Penthouse! 


Arriver “Simon Mann" ep (BecRec) Mighty, off kilter, 
cerebral metal that messes up your apartment, your face and 
your brain. I call it Mess-tal 


Artichoke “26 Scientists Vol. Two Newton-Zeno” (Greeen) 
Not in alphabetical oder! Part two of a two volume 26 letter 
suite honoring renowned and under appreciated heroes of 
science. This is, of course, the most challenging of the two 
volumes because they have to tackle a pair of theoreticians 
who have already been grandly immortalized in song. Of 
course the art-metal band Tesla actually does write songs 
about Nikola Tesla, their true inspiration. And of course 
Olivia Newton John wrote "Physical" about her great, great, 
great grandfather Sir Isaac (check Wikipedia - it's true!). I'm 
happy to say they have put Sacramento's favorite sons and the 
shame of Australia to shame (further shame in the case of the 
latter). These are amazing tunes, far more than the cloying 
cleverness they might be in the hands of They Might Be 
Giants or Ben Folds. The diverse song stylings, while all pop- 
perfect, musically adapt to their subjects (though Darwin is 
not alphabetically included here) and you will drool hearing 
the driving rock salute to Pavlov and you'll do the twine to the 
funky Quine. Occam's razor is (musically) sharp! Charles 
Francis Richter's seismology breakthroughs are simulated 
with awesome rumbling bass playing (unless this is a tribute 
to his awesome bass playing, which also works). There's even 
a bonus 14th track, a spaceout tribute to unknown scientists 
(or perhaps to unknown science fictionists as it seems to 
involve flux capacitators). This will blind you! 


Astral “Down the Rabbit Hole” (vibraphone) This brilliant 
guitar-fueled shoegaze is produced so exquisitely that there's 
an extra layer of hazy filtered ambience that the music has to 
seep through. Thus, I'll call this “shoegauze!" 


The Atlantic Manor “The World Beneath this World is 
Brightening” (Do Too) If any music is ever going to prevent 
suicide it sure ain't gonna be perky — it should be sublimely 
hopeful music, shrouded in subtle dreariness. The Atlantic 
Manor's work -- somewhere between blues, ambient music, 


California country rock on downers, and — 1 dunno -- 
madrigals? - is just such sound to save some lives. Every 
Helpline should have this as their call-waiting music. 


Louie Austen “Last Man Crooning,” “Paris/Make Your 
Move Remixes” (louiaeustin.com) Even though part of 
Austin’s shtick is that he’s old...his shtick never gets old! 
Lounge singing over deep disco/dance tracks is simply a 
solid, solid formula. The fact that his sincerity, pitch, and 
sexiness are all in fine form (and that he consistently gets 
killer tracks, like the retro disco “Make Your Move,” which 1 
can’t stop playing) means he will never go out of style! 


Autistic Youth “Idle Minds” Every punk band.,.from Reagan 
Youth to Youth Brigade, to the giant toothbrush-yielding 
("Youthbrush,” actually) Crucial Youth -- that ever used 
"Youth" in their name was awesome. And “Autistic” is an 
equally awesome qualifier, if only because when the band 
goes "unplugged" they can bill themselves as "Acoustic 
Youth.” So these cats are standing on 3rd with a big lead 
before they even play a note. So it's a nice surprise to hear 
how perfectly they capture the upbeat strains of 80s hardcore 
in both tone and execution. I Jove hardcore bass playing and 
this band really has those kind of corny yet frenzy inducing 
basslines down. To quote Fonzie...A¥! 


Aviation Blondes “Edge of Forever” (Get Hip) Grown up 
pop sung with a voice that sounds familiar in a good way — 
not in the sense of sounding like another well-known singer, 
but in the sense of conveying a realness where you feel like 
you're hearing a friend you know singing to you. 


Baby Dee “A Book of Songs for Anne Marie” (Drag City) 
Although it's hard to call Baby Dee anything but an original, 
there are two modes she works in that fall squarely into the 
tradition of gender bending cabaret-style performance history. 
Few others can write more enjoyable bawdy, weird litle 
comic ditties, marrying raunch and wry cleverness, But her 
bread and butter are the fragile, tragic songs that many 
cabareUdrag performers only use as a coda, or as subtext. In 
concert I've seen Dee ask the audience if they want her to pick 
up a squeezebox and sing something silly after a bunch of 
serious stuff -- and they usually answer yes. But on her new 
album she never asks that question, and we get a serving of 
comic relief-free music, with ethereal harp, spare piano, and a 
voice that utilizes odd inflection, long silences, and some kind 
of alchemy where resonant baritone and falsetto seem to bleed 
together like the colors on a child's marker drawing dropped 
in a rain puddle. While I would be the first person to yell out 
for Dee to get goofy in concert, the delicate songs here are 
chilling —- all of them simultaneously frail and robust. And 
though the tone is even and airy, the songs are incredibly 
distinct, memorable and moving. Of course, if her next album 
is all ukulele drinking songs, | won't complain, but for now 
this is pretty dreamy. Or, at least, dreamlike. 


Baby Eagle “Dog Weather” (You've Changed) Should be 
called Able Beagle because this record connotes ability and 
talent, and also loyalty...to a vision, even if it doesn’t quite fit 
any genre. Contains Jim Carroll-esque vocals, folk-ed up 
indie rock, and harmonincatfights. 


Back to Peru Vol 2, Sensacional Soul Vol 2 (Vampisoul) 
Back to Peru Vol 2 will Lima your bean! If you are expecting 
the kind of straightforward garage rock or Stones covers heard 
from the many groups from Spanish-speaking countries 
compiled over the years by this fine label, adjust your brain, 
This is an unbelievable collection of deep psyche, surf rock, 
garage trash, soul, folky Monkees music, Country Rock, and 
anything else that appealed to the ears of Peruvian 
hallucinogen ingesters between '64 and '74. Every track on 
here sounds different and every one is super psychedelic in its 
own way, and every one is my favorite, so it's hard to single 
‘out any, but I'll try. Standouts include: a trippy track by Los 
Destellos that simulates a pot smoke haze and quotes 
"Volare;" Los Shain's "Gua Guau a Go-Go," a mellow garage 
groove with vocals by actual dogs; Jaguar, a band that sounds 
like the vampiric Ventures; the off kilter soul music of Los 
Far Fen; and a slightly twisted Lesley Gore cover by Monik. 
Top it off with a thick booklet with much needed 
contextualizing liner notes (and amazing photos) and you 
have a panckage that tears the Peru-oof of the sucker! Not as 
consistent is the Spanish Soul/Funk comp "Sensacional Soul 
Vol. 2." While nothing on this groovy comp of 1965-1972 
cuts (that add psyche, rock, prog and Santana-grooves to the 
soul mix, and features zero minstrel show black voice 
imitations) is ever as lazy sounding as an early 70s porn 
soundtrack, there's also nothing on here that could have made 
U.S. black radio take notice. That said, by the time disc 2 rolls 
around (and it's not in chronological order, disc 2 just happens 
to be better) you get into some deep shit, particularly Los 
Pekenikes super funky “Polucion," which I assume is 


covering the same ground as Marvin Gaye's "Mercy Mercy 
me the Ecology" but sounds badder than anything on his 
"Troubleman" soundtrack (one can definitely imagine a nice 
Blaxploitation flick beatdown to this music) and the funk scat 
inanity of Lone Star. But if this writeup sounds lukewarm, 
don't take that as a deterrent...the thick booklet of informative 
liner notes and unbelievable photos and repros of the lurid 
cover art to almost every track here makes this a bargain at 
any price. 

Bad Cop “Reap the Harvest” (ROIR) | hate reviews that 
review a label's history rathner than the release, but I shall 
now be that which I hate because I (like most of you | 
assume) can only think of one thing every time I see the 
ROIR name/logo...having my mind blown to bits by listening 
to the Bad Brains cassette (the only album ever that sounds 
better on cassette than any other format) so many times that it 
not only wore out the tape, it wore out the tape deck. One 
problem with the label's legacy however...especially over the 
last long stretch of releases...is that it seems that they scraped 
the wring resin off of the Bad Brains’ pipe, embracing a 
numbeof reggae and dub acts instead of successfully courting 
groups that rocked the fuck out. While I won't say I'm doing 
flat footed flips on the downbeat (see a number of classic HR 
videos) over Bad Cop, I will say that this is probably the 
second rocking-est release ever on ROIR. I can't stop listening 
to this mix of 70s rock riffage, garage punk attitude, and 
amped up Midwest indie aesthetic (these kids are supposedly 
from Nashville, but have a lot of Cleveland in them...Central 
Time Zone rules!) Brutally rocking and surprisingly smart, 
this harvest is totally reap-worthy! 

Bad Love Experience "Rainy Days” (Tannen) There's 
nothing more American, more Midwestern & stars and 
stripes, than great, sweet, jangly Power Pop. I don't care that 
the Beatles who mastered it were from some enemy country, 
nor does it bother me that this awesome band is from Italy & 
may be singing these delicious slices of musical apple pie 
phonetically. This album makes me feel patriotic, happy & 
ready to smoke some Philip Morris product while cruising in 
a car with bad gas mileage to pick up my com-syrup fed 
sweetheart. 

Bad Veins “s/t” (Dangerbird) They should be embarrassed 
that their band’s name rhymes with Bad Brains. Though the 
sonically impressive duo can get pretty loud and actually 
knows how to groove, and despite their grandiosity being kind 
of awesome, there is something about the precious, 
pretentious indie vocals that takes me out of the magic music. 


Adam Balbo "FIX," "Big Kid Now" 
(Myspace.com/adambalbo) This guy made me forget about 
Dylan. Literally. Who was the other guy we were talking 
about? Post modern folk music that comes in two flavors: 
"Fix" is for grownups and it drops the word "fuck" a lot and 
slyly tosses about big awkward words. The other CD is for 
kids and it name drops lots of toys and cartoon characters. So 
if you hear any lyrics about He-Man fucking ambiguously 
then it’s probably a cross-CD remix. 

Jay Banerjee "3 Songs” (jaybanerjee.net) This is the perfect 
album cover, Jay looking weird and creepy ina kissing booth, 
because this bubblegum-ish pop is some good lovin’ music -- 
total County Fair kissin’ and huggin' good. But his gloriously 
imperfect voice makes everything a little weird and freaky. 
Just like a kissing booth worker giving the evil eye. 


Banner Pilot "Resignation Day" (Fat) My original review of 
this remastered reissue of a CD from a few years back. was: 


Kevin Barber “Greetings From Memphis” 
(KevinBarberMusic.com) This barber knows more than one 
haircut! Unlike many of his pompadoured rockabilly brethren 
stuck in retro-land, Brooklyn Hillbilly makes refreshingly 
contemporary, breezy roots music that worth more than the 2 
bits one generally pays for a shave and a haircut. 


Bare Wires “Let Down” b/w “Looking for Some Action” 
(MNH) This awesome single presents some serious "bedroom 
boogie” music, meaning both the obvious definition (heh heh) 
and also that it sounds like a sleazy 70s boogie rock record 
that was somehow made by a modern-day dude in his 
bedroom with a four track. 


Barreracudas “Dog Food” b/w “Diet Coke” (Bachelor) Two 
songs about things no decent human would consume. When 
this guy howls that he likes Alpo, tampons, and table scraps 
almost as much as he loves you, my instinct to get choked up 
overcomes my instinct to throw up. 


Batusis (Smog Veil Records) One would expect a 


collaboration between ‘70s punk giants Sylvain Sylvain and 
Cheetah Chrome to be pretty spectacular, and certainly these 
songs beat the bejesus out of the last New York Dolls album. 
Two spirited instrumentals and two tough old school 
antisocial diatribes make for a pretty nice mix. The Batman 
show reference in their name doesn’t seem to be a promise of 
campiness (any more than par for the Sylvain course) as much 
as a commitment to as much 60s trash as 70s trash. I hope 
this hits, because I'd love to hear a whole album. 


Bear in Heaven “Best Rest Forth Mouth” (Hometapes) 
Apparently the bear in question is in a big hairy gay heaven, 
and it's heaven because places where they play this kind of 
ultra cool groove music usually cater to svelter menfolk. 


Beat Beat (Bachelor) The trashiest Archies cover band I've 
ever heard! Pop garage punk orgasms like this are so easy to 
love that it feels stupid to “review” it. Beat beat beat a path to 
the record store! 


Beautiful Losers "Nobody Knows the Heaven" (Lion) Spare 
acoustic glam from the land of baguettes and eclairs -- one 
spare baked good spare and one glam baked good -- so this 
odd record is no surprise when you think about it those terms. 
While this '74 record was not unprecedented (Marc Bolan's 
acoustic psyche band Tyrannosaurus Rex had tinges of T. 
Rex’ later glam, thus the stage was set in the 60s) but what's 
amazing about this record is how the minimal instrumentation 
doesn't hold them back from a big sound. They are like the 
Little Engine That Could of glam, and in their minds they are 
full on Spiders From Mars despite their dinky unplugged gear, 
which is endearing and impressive. 

Bellflur “Asleep, Asleep" (Fanatic) This is a great title for 
this album because it took me 4 days to review it because 
every time I listened I fell asleep before the first song ended. 
A truly refreshing record! 


John Bellows “Clean Your Clock" (Moniker) | meant to 
write about this when it came out in March (though it 
originally was self-released years ago), but by sleeping on it 
back then I thought my review was going to be moot. This 
album is so amazing I was sure that by now Bellows would 
have a prime spot on Pitchfork fest, a Daytrotter session, and 
his own hipster rock breakfast cereal. Considering the 
ascendency of messy but catchy punked-out pop songwriters 
like the late Jay Reatard, Kurt Vile and the great Nobunny I 
thought the fact that Bellows crafted unbelievably memorable 
little tunes would put him in their company. Of course, the 
fact that he doesn't actually make pop might be why he didn't 
catch on yet. Though these tunes are as memorable, 
impressive, and fun as the bouncy ditties by the 
aforementioned degenerates, Bellows makes absolutely crazy 
sounding bizzaro music that doesn't recognize genres or 
boundaries yet somehow all sounds like one cohesive music 
blob. The baker's dozen songs here range from angry no fo 
punk flurries to circus music to country to shambling falling- 
down-stairs acoustic guitar rock to puppet voiced balladry. In 
fact, his use of freaky voices may be the most mesmerizing 
thing here: when his high pitched squeak singing is coupled 
with damaged indie outsider music it becomes true Chipmunk 
Punk. Speaking of outsider, I think that is the key to loving 
this. John Bellows makes music that involves some kind of 
madness and out of control factor but it is obviously being 
harnessed by someone sane and in control enough to know 
what he's doing with it. Thus, he creates Guilt Free Outsider 
Music. No worries about exploiting the illnesses of Hasil, 
Daniel and Wesley, this guy's OK. He just sounds fucked. 


Ben + Vesper “LuvinIdleness” (Sound Familyre) Should 
be called Best + Bester! 


Big Bang "Edendale" (Oglio) Well...if they were the bar band 
and I was drinking whiskey and deceiving myself that I was a 
true blue heartland (or Southern) good ole dude, by the third 
round I would think this was the best band ever. 


Bit Mummy “Mario's Mushroom Level 2,” “Ghost House 
Level 2” (Octalstar) What I don't get is why would someone 
so young and groovy even know Donkey Kong-era 8-bit 
soundtrack music? He should have been weaned on HD laser 
powered POV 3-D super tech virtual reality video games. I 
blame the Gameboy. 


Black Heart Procession "Six" (Temporary Residence) If Joy 
Division is too perky for you, and Leonard Cohen's vocals are 
too bubblegum-sounding for you these haunting funereal 
frolics will float your boat (down the River Styx). 

Bla’gard “Mach II” (Pig Zen Space) Frantic, warped 
guitar/drum duo rock with no pretensions of indie hip, and no 
delusions of stadium rock grandeur...these are just guys 
making interesting, in your face, slightly off kilter 
rock. BlaGREAT 


Blessure Grave "Judged By Twelve, Carried By Six" 
(Alien8) If you took the sparest, freshest freak folk music, 
injected it with goth doom using one of those machines Beard 
Poppa uses to put goo in a cream puff, and then did some 
voodoo to make it sound like a British homemade 1980 
cassette band from those Messthetics comps, not only would 
it sound like this, you would kill yourself the first time you 
heard it. But you would die a satisfied death. 


Blue Water Black Death (Graveface) I have never been a fan 
of Xiu Xiu. I remember once going through a couple of their 
(his) records, desperately looking for a track I could dig just a 
little to justify my friends’ interest in the band, and coming up 
empty. It's not that I don't like weird, boring, art music, just 
not that particular weird, boring, art music. HOWEVER, 
apparently if you take Mr. Xiu (Jamie Stewart) and couple 
him with a dude bearing a super dramatic rich awesome guy 
singing voice (Shearwater's Jonathan Meiburg), that's a 
horse/water/death of a different color. This record takes you 
to the spooky underwater museum and gives you one of those 
Walkman audio tours. Aqua-tacular! 


Phoebe Blume "The Homing Beasts" (phoebeblume.com) If 
she's a torch singer then the torch is one that the mob chasing 
Frankenstein's monster is waving around! Stark storytelling 
songs mingle with moody Americana crooning to make sure 
there are thorns protecting this Blume. 


Bolth "If You Want Peace Prepare For Class War" (Useless 
World) Thith awethome noith thee-dee kikth ath! 


Bonedome “Thinktankubator” (Thinktankubator) Alan 
Hayslip's multi layered, grand, neo-prog gets all up inside 
you... guess you could call him a prog-tologist! 


Bonnie “Prince” Billy & the Cairo Gang “The Wonder 
Show of the World” (Drag City) Boring "Prince" Billy. 
Breakaways"Walking Out On Love" (Alive) These are the 
long-lost tapes of the project Peter Case and Paul Collins 
pursued for a bit after the amazing Nerves broke up and 
before the two went their separate ways in Paul Collins Beat 
and the Plimsouls. Some of the best power-pop ever made is 
in these grooves, no lie! Along with the recent Nerves 
releases an absolutely essential document of yet another ‘70s 
L.A. pop band that (with all due respect to Doug Fieger, 
R.LP.) blew away the Knack in everything but record sales. 


Brewtal Thirst (Wet Brain) Old school hardcore for hard 
drinking bikers and brawlers, this is shameless working class 
punk as satisfying as a tall cold one (working class frat rock 
can be, of course, as satisfying as a tall cool one, and working 
class straight edge h/c just involves being parched) 


Scott Brookman "A Song For Me, A Song For You" Spare 
pop confections as comfortable as Mr, Rogers’ cardigan. 
Sweeter than aspertame, this music sounds like Brian Wilson 
in a Teletubby suit. Which | think his doctor made him wear 
for a while. (Brian's doctor, not Scott's) 


Brookhaven “When the Chorus Walks (Expel) Brook 
HEAVEN! 


Willie Buck “The Life | Love” (Delmark) Recorded in 1982 
and 1984 these amazing blues recordings (with Dave Myers 
and his brother Louis and John Primer backing him up) are as 
solid as anything recorded in Chicago in the early 60s, Hard 
to imagine why this didn't lead to a long, prolific recording 
career, Z.Z. Hill was giving relatively authentic blues its last 
real radio presence at the same time and Buck should have 
become a frontrunner instead of the solid journeyman he's 
become. I suppose the fact that this set has a lot of standards 
(plus a surprising Al Green cover) rather than new material 
didn't help, but you'll be damned if you hear these standards 
sound this fresh or real today no matter who plays them. 


Buggirl “Blood, Sweat and Beers” (Impedence) If every band 
in the world was a brother-sister duo with female vocals 
making kick ass hardrock that sounds like AC/DC meets 
AC/DC I would be OK with that. 


Bunnygrunt “Matt Harnish & Other Delights” (HHBTM) I 
think I have about 67 Bunnygrunt records, and if you'd asked 
me to describe them I woulda said they were a typical fluffy 
twee indie pop band. I realize now that I must only have a 
bunch of singles and no albums, because listening to this full 
length (which I think comes out after a lengthy hiatus) I have 
to remix my opinion. While both the dude and gal sing in 
cutesy voices that keep things always in the vicinity of the 
Simple Machines Record Club/Olympia, WA/high school girl 
handwriting mode, this band has serious chops when they get 
all diverse. The heavy rock pop of "1000% Percent Not 
Creepy,” the spot perfect bubblegum of "S.Kingshighway 
Bubblegum Factory" (sure they were trying to re-create 
prototypical b-gum...but it ain't easy to do!), and the freakout 


feedback get down jam on "Southtown Famous" are all pretty 
convincing -- these bunnies can do it all! Maybe i should have 
paid more attention to the b-sides. 


The Burning Hotels “Novels” (Miss Press) (Miss Press) Post 
punk + pussy pop + Popst Pussk, a new genre. 


Burning Yellows “Urinal Cakes" b/w "Drought" (Hozac) 
The singer's name is Kyja, but it is possible that some 
consonants just got misplaced in the cloud of hazy, hypnotic, 
trance, drone, echo, mind expansion that enveloped this 
recording session. And despite the band’s name and song title 
both invoking pee pee thoughts, this is the shit! 


Megan Burtt "It Ain't Love" (meganburtt.com) Move over 
Mrs. Reynolds and Parks and Ernie's domestic partner...there's 
a new Burtt in town, and this one has a beautiful, soulful 
voice (and not a bad face, either). 


Call Me Lightning “When I AM Gone My Blood Will Be 
Free” (Dusty Medical) Should be called Call Me Thunder, 
because this Keith Mooned me with some serious power. 


Capsize 7 “Horsefly” (Pig Zen Space) If they were German 
they would be CapScheifie Sieben. 


Capstan Shafts “Revelation Skirts” (Rainbow Quartz) Made 
my shaft do a cap stand! 


Cassette "Shining Like A New Dime" (Bakery Outlet 
Records)Light but moody cello music that goes from country 
to folky to quasi-goth-y in ways that hits the spot during those 
moments when your soul needs the soothing that can only be 
achieved via mellow cello injection. There’s always room for 
cello. Samantha Jones is like the less mysterious Sade! 


Caustic Defiance/Negative Element (Akashic) In the early 
80s Chicago's Negative Element made the best kind of 
harcore: silly, juvenile, no budget music that in a better world 
would have defined this American teenage punk movement. If 
every band was as adorable as Negative Element thousands of 
middle-aged New Yorkers would still have full sets of teeth 
and there'd be no Henry Rollins spoken word tours. Their 
amazing EP (featuring faux-political songs about Pac-Man, 
Elmer Fudd and the Pillsbury Doughboy) is a Chicago classic 
that more than balanced the intellectual goo ga lyrics Articles 
of Faith subjected the all-agers to. This album also features 
even rarer rarities and unreleased gems by NE, plus a baker's 
dozen tunes from the post-NE band Caustic Defiance, a 
Peoria based 80s hardcore band that was more conventional 
but no less fun to skate to. Both acts get extra points for 
having song titles that are the band name. 


Cave "Pure Moods" (Drag City) Thrilling dance punk that 
manages to be lush and barebones at the same time. The deep 
‘n! slow grooving last track ("Brigette's Trip") is 
atmospheric...but really these three divergent tracks are all 


atmospheric, just atmosperes on different planets. 
Caw! Caw! "bummer place" (Trust Tapes) CAW!some! 


Channel 3 "To Whom It May Concern" (TKO) Not the 70s 
black vocal trio of the same name but the 80s Cali punk band 
that was a pioneer of melodic hardcore. And not a reissue or a 
new recording, but an amazing lost demo. And not a bullshit 
demo, but a slightly rawer version of the songs they later 
recorded that I kind of like better. Kids, turn on this Channel! 


Cheap Freaks "Play Four Songs" (Big Neck) Ridiculously 
potent 60s-ish/70s-ish garage punk from Dublin that's doublin’ 
my pleasure by being twice as good as anything else I've 
heard this week. Genuinely good garage rock is hard to 
describe in words other than to say, this record gets it totally 
right. Freakin’ awesome! 


Chica X/He Who Corrupts split 7” (Cassette Deck) I have a 
stack of split 7" records in front of me, and I probably should 
have saved this for last, because it is the perfect double bill. 
The A-side is Chica X, a pre-teen rapper with attitude and 
charm, who comes off as a G-rated Peaches despite her best 
efforts ("I'm 8 years old with a heck of a mouth"). These are 
ultra-awesome electro songs about going to the mall, not 
being tall, and your parents coming to your show, with every 
line obviously actually crafted by a kid who isn't so much a 
prodigy (the lyrics are very 8-year old-ish) as she is 
beautifully brave...any kid theoretically could take the stage, 
but it takes a noble kind of confidence to actually do it. I love 
Chica X! How could you make her better? By coupling her 
with brain-blowingly intense ear-melting super fast political 
hardcore that gives you seizures! These two bands are the new 
peanut butter and chocolate! 


Circulatory System “Signal Morning” (Cloud Recordings) 
How many members of Elephant 6 bands does it take to 
actually make music an elephant would like? According to 
Jumbo over here, apparently more than the amount on this 
record (which is all of Olivia Tremor and a few Neutral 


Milkers thrown in). Circula-boring. 


Citay “Dream Get Together” (Dead Oceans) Should be called 
"Par-tay! A par-tay decorated with flower petals! And with 
groovy cake, if you know what I mean? 


Claw Hammer “Deep in the Heart of Nowhere” (Munster) If. 
L.S.D. was abundant-er in the 90s I would call this audio 
W.MLD. a 90s acid flashback. The Art Chantry cover art...the 
Claw Hammer wall of trash noise...the post-grunge guitar 
sounds...that feeling that you were about to see a fistfight...it's 
all here! This is a badass live recording of a 1995 Texas show 
that was a greatest hits revue of a band with no hits but a lot 
of bodyblows. "Sick Fish Belly Up" will knock you off your 
chair, straddle you, and poop on you. "Sticky Thing" will 
make you boogie to the point of nausea...or vice versa. 
"Hammer Jam" will either make you giggle or want to watch 
an episode of Barney Miller while tweaking. Clawsome! 


Clown Vomit “Sunshine in the Morning: (?) I bet this 
unpleasent-sounding artless novelty prog band gave 
themselves such an awful name so that when lazy reviewers 
like myself said, "They sound like their name smells" or 
something to that effect, they could pretend the person didn't 
actually listen and just reviewed them based on their name. I 
wish I didn't actually listen and just reviewed them based on 
their name. How come the doody’s always brown? I think you 
know that answer, on Sea. 





CoCoComa "Things Are Not All Right" (Goner) "Ask Don't 
Tell" b/w "The ANchor" (Trouble In Mind) Halloween 2008 
CoCoComa played what I foolishly thought was their last 
show, as bassist/keyboardist Mike Fitzpatrick already had his 
bags packed to leave town. But apparently the band eked out 
some recordings before Fitzpatrick took off, and while power 
couple Lisa and Bill Roe (guitar and drum, respectively) took 
a maternity leave from rock ‘n’ roll, they were secretly doing 
some kind of anti-Brian Wilson magic on these tapes, 
somehow layering on a year of post-production to make their 
tracks sound more raw and spare. A huge step forward from 
their 2007 debut, this hard driving gem somehow presents 
infectious hook after infectious hook without ever falling into 
the powerpop/pop punk ghetto. This is in great part because 
the band never sounds like they are pretending to be 
teenagers. Bill's nasal-free vocals, with phrasing and timbre 
falling somewhere between David Byrne and Johnny 
Thunders, sound thoroughly grown up. And Lisa's chunky 
bursts of classic punk guitar solos, and the layers of ragged 
but right backup harmonies, are clearly the products of adult 
musicians with seasoned record collections. This is definitely 
a disc you can play seven zillion times and never get sick of. 
While the classic Fitzpatrick-lineup of the band followed the 
Chicago garage rock tradition of members looking like they 
should be drinking Old Style on third base at a neighborhood 
16-inch softball game, CoCoComa has embraced the post- 
Smith-Westerns local landscape by recruiting a couple of 
Tiger Beat-pinups to round out the lineup. Bassist Tyler 
Brock and guitaris/organ player Anthony Cozzi debut on the 
band's self-released single (the launch of their new 45 label) 


and the quartet manages to pack 50 years of garage rock 
history in five minutes or so, invoking the Dolls, the Hollies, 
the Sonics, Sun Records, Estrus Records, and throwing up, 
while laughing, by the dumpster behind the Empty Bottle. 


Coconut Coolouts “Halloween Party Songs” (Dirtnap) The 
best Halloween records I ever spun 1.) a copy of the "Bela 
Lugosi is Dead" 12" that I played at 16rpm as the soundtrack 
to a Maze of Darkness I made in my apartment. 2.) When we 
got too lazy to keep starting the record over every half hour or 
so we switched to the locked groove noise outro on Sonic 
Youth "Evol" (I think, does that have a locked groove?). 
Anyhoo, that's moot now, because I should have just put this 
record on, torn down the black sheets and garbage bags, got 
rid of the tilting pallets on the floor, turned on the lights, and 
just had everyone dance like rabid werewolves to joyful 
ditties about monsters crashing regular people's parties! This 
is a genuine joyful novelty single! Best record of the 21st 
Century by far (sorry Beyonce and Michael Buble). 


Coliseum "House With A Curse" (Temporary Residence) 
This awesome rockin' album will knock the shit out of you — 
they should call themselves Colostomy-eum! 


Common Loon “The Long Dreams of Birds” (Hidden 
Agenda) More lunar (sounds like a slow, lunar moonwalk 
feels) than loony...uncommonly excellent! 


Copy of a Copy “This Is It” (Flix) This is not it. 


Laura Cortese “Acoustic Project” (www.lauracortese.com) 
This is a ridiculously talented woman, drawing tones so rich 
from her fiddle you can taste them (and they are 
delicious...like cake) and singing in Americana 
folk/country/bluegrass styles with such a perfect voice for 
those forms that it’s hard to believe one person could yield 
two instruments so well. I challenge anyone not to be thrilled 
by the spirited, awesome fiddle-ocity on this record. 


Cotton Candy “Top Notch & First Rate” (Teen Beat) The 
first thing to report is that, as samples make clear, this is very 
much referencing the title band from Ron Howard's Made For 
TV directorial debut, a band whose rivals, Rapid Fire, have 
been profiled in this magazine's pages, Along those lines, the 
album is littered with samples, references, and delightful ad 
jingle cover songs not limited to, but certainly favoring the 
1970s. Making that completely unproblematic are the actual 
songs that fill space between jingles and jangles that are more 
rooted in the 60s and 80s (Brit pop fey awesomeness) and 90s 
and 00s (indie and robot dance music aesthetics), in most 
cases simultaneously. I can't begin to describe the LP's 
sublime aesthetics packaging or the thrill of hearing Cotton 
Candy win yet another Battle of the Bands. Sweet! 


Crawlspace "Ignorance is Bliss” (Gulcher) Crawlspace was 
some kind of mischief/hardcore free/party punk band that 
should have been around in the 70s playing with VOM but 
somehow didn;t come into existence until the late 80s. The 
great thing about this kind of shambling, driving, imperfect, 
irreverent bar rock is that it doesn't have to get worse with 
age...unless the musicians all of a sudden get really good. 
Which is not a problem here. | am much more impressed with 
guys in their 50s giggling about "69" and making confusing 
metaphors about monkeys in cemeteries than I would be if 
they were kids. This is true garage rock - rock played by 
dudes who have garages so they don't go crazy. I like my 
punk like I like my women -- sloppy and easy to play — so I 
would crawl into this space any day. 


The Creepy Creeps "Fink About It!" (Dionysus) If you can 
come up with a better goddamn name for a band than this then 
you are Einstein times a zillion. I hope they have a good 
lawyer, because when Coldplay and Queen Latifah and 
Bachman Turner Overdrive and the Boston Symphony 
Orchestra see this CD they are going to try to steal the name. 
But they could never steal this sound: jittery surf music that 
any actual surfer would break three ankles trying to surf to. If 
the Munsters huffed paint in their garage this is the garage 
rock they would make in it. 


The Cush “between the leaves” (www.thecush.com) These 
twangy yearn ballads get all up in my cush! 


Dafni “Sweet Time” (Daffer Doodle) Her voice (and smile) 
may be incredibly sweet, but there's something else there. I 
want to credit some of it to the beautifully executed low key 
American backing music, but it really is all her voice, which 
manages to have this happy Western quality, and a resonance 
that recalls lighthearted folk music. But then there's this tinge 
of Billie Holiday in there, and that can't be sweet or happy, 
can it? Dafni has a magnificent instrument! 


The Dan Aykroyd Compilation (Summersteps) Though at 
first I failed to see the correlation between sometimes 
charming/sometimes dreary bedroom-recorded indie rock and 


Mr. Aykroyd, I ultimately realized that as a genre/school of 
songmaking it is actually quite Aykroydian. Though my gut 
reaction to this kind of music and to the hefty Canadian 
would-be funnyman veers somewhat negative, neither that 
songstyle nor that film actor are a stone cold dealbreaker (like 
smooth jazz or Nathan Lane). If Aykroyd is complimenting a 
Bill Murray or a John Belushi, or to a far lesser extent, a T.K. 
Carter/Devo combination (as in Dr. Detroit) he's fine, even 
pleasant, and when charming/dreary bedr indie rock is 
coupled with, say, strange lyrical sensibilities or actually 
funniness or a haunting voice then it can be as enjoyable as 
the "Johnny Bag of Glass" playkit. The prime Bill Murrays in 
this compilation's equation, making this entire oddball 
cassette project worthwhile, is a true dedication to theme. A 
semi-earnest fantasy rap about Aykroyd worship (complete 
with Elwood tattoo), a goofy cover of the Spies Like Us 
theme, a slice of pure uncut indie using ghostbusting as a 
metaphor for "ghosts of your past," and other songs with some 
deep Aykrodia, add up to a more satisfying dish than dry 
white toast served up by Aretha and Matt Murphy, Though I 
recommend the cassette format I believe one can download 
these songs at www.summerstepsrecords.com 


The Dandeliers “and others Great Groups on State - ‘Chop 
Chop Boom" (Delmark) These rare tracks from Chicago's 
United Records label presents some seriously bad ass doo 
wop from the mid 1950s. The Dandeliers are one of those 
groups that didn't seem to get that memo that doo woppers 
were supposed to smooth out and mellow the harmony music, 
and subsequently recorded seven tough tracks (plus one low- 
key gospel-ish one, just to prove they could do it). According 
to the liner notes (by Robert Pruter) the act got signed while 
improvising the title track in Washington Park, and amazingly 
"Chop Chop Boom" isn't even their best nonsense doowop 
word track here...one called "Shu-Wop" puts it to shame. The 
other tough group on this comp is a mighty act named the 
Palms, true unknowns who have some unreleased tracks on 
this. And on the lost tip The Drakes have two previously 
unheard songs that seem way to good to go unissued. Even if 
they had just lent out acetates it seems like someone would 
have stole "Just A Dream" and "Mellow Daddy" and had hits, 
but I guess they just needed to gestate a half century. 
Hopefully Delmark will keep up the good work -- the more 
lost Chicago 45s I hear the better my food tastes and the better 
the air smells. 






Dark Sunny Land "Kon Taan Kor" (Gulcher) If you were in 
a movie and you heard this super freaky, atmospheric, blues 
guitar-gone-ambient nightmare music in the background...you 
will not be alive in the next scene. hope you got residuals. 


Darshan “Lishma” (shemspeed.com) I liked Ephryhme's CD 
~- righteous Jewish social/political rap that floats my boat, but 
the production could have been more interesting. In this 
group, a duo with chanter Shir Yaakov, the deep, jazzy, 
challenging grooves elevate his skills, Note: for anyone 
surprised to see Orthodox Jews making hipster hip hop 
remember one thing...Hassidic boys are teenagers in Brooklyn 
in 2010! And they are bearded! If you are a young, bearded 
Brooklynite you get a 7.5 on Pitchfork when you sneeze! 


Delaney Davidson “Self Decapitation” (Voodoo Rhythm 
Records) Though he often performs live as a “One Man Ghost 
Orchestra,” most of the tracks on this New Zealander’s new 
CD have plenty of guest musicians to liven up the sound 
Often straying into cabaret territory, he’s no Tom Waits clone. 
Swampy, rootsy and atmospheric, the mixture of influences 
here leads to many pleasant surprises. 


Glenton Davis "Are You Ready" (Arbitage) Davis has a 
striking voice and coupled with some post-House 90s style 
dance music this is something you need to be ready for, More 
proper sounding than the church-y, Sylvester-inspired 
Chicago dance music singers of yore, Davis is a dignified 
tenor who could see a lot of different doors opening to his 
talents if dance music doesn't turn out to be his bag. 


Jed Davis “Cutting Room Floor” (Eschatone) This is some 
singer-songwriter supreme-o stuff! Davis tells compelling 
stories, without actual narrative. Instead he paints stand-alone 
vivid scenes (some silly, some sombre). He's a Jed-i! 


Dead Brothers "5th Sin-Phonie" (www.voodoorhythm.com) 
You've heard of "Swiss Miss?" Get ready for Swiss Hits! (not 
to be confused with Swizz Beats, though we all know what he 
hit...knowhudimean?) Anyhoo, the reason this band is brilliant 
is genuine fucscus: whether they are channeling Tom Waits, 
Flatt and Scruggs, or your creepy uncle singing you a 
lullabye, they always stay true to their name and deliver 
deathly death music that makes you dream of deathly death til 
you're dead! Dead on! 


Dead Cat Lounge "Don't Come Back" (Fish) This would be 


completely timeless hardcore punk ‘n' roll if it didn't date 
itself by having a song about foot fucking Barbara Bush. 
Though I guess that's a timeless desire, as well... 


Dead Meat “The King” (FSS) I don't know what kind of 
music those insane drug cartels in Mexico listen to when they 
do those atrocities, but it seems that something like this would 
be really good atrocity-committing music. Dark, rumbling, 
and disconcerting, Dead Meat's sound is a sonic memo that 
something bad is about to happen. Fans of sloppy AmRep 
rehearsal tapes, warped Joy Division vinyl, and brutal 
retribution would be wise to check this out..from a safe 
distance. 


Death by Steamship "The Fall of the Viaduct" (Whoa! Boat) 
Steamed my ears like chopped broccoli & cauliflower. And 
they seem to either love or hate cows. I couldn't agree more. 


Department of Eagles “Archive 2003-2006" (AMericna 
Dust) This bowl of ethereal musical cereal ranges from 
groovy ghost music to shambient practice room "sketches." 
They should be called Department of Beagles because this 
music sounds the way adults in Peanuts sound to Snoopy. 
Which means it sounds awesome. 





Derek and the Darling "Hustler with a Rescue Plan" 
(www.derekandthedarling.com) Derek should be called d' 
wreck because he's gonna be destroying dance floors! 


DeScribe "Harmony" (Modular Moods) You can't handle a 
guy with an un-ironic beard using un-ironic autotune to 
preach un-iron righteousness! But you should try! 


The Destructors "Dead Beat to WHite Heat," "999," 
"Quisnam Vigilo Vigilo," "Politika," Destructors/Sick on the 
Bus split CD, Destructors/Black Marias split CD (Rowdy 
Farrago) Three (!) more theme CDs for this veteran English 
punk band whose sound falls somewhere between catchy Oi 
and driving trash rock. They make the coppers, society and 
electoral politics (respectively) take it up the arse, and I am 
moshing all over my room right now even if I don't know the 
difference between Tory and Labour or exactly why to be 
mad at those cute-helmeted bobbies. Back to their old tricks 
of releasing split CDs, Destructors also team up with the potty 
mouthed, modem guitar sound-marred Sick On The Bus 
("Whores Not Wars" - really?), but their tracks are pretty 
great, including a Saints cover and a bouncing bass tribute to 
modern art and Art Garfunkel (has any lyric captured Art's 
sadness better than "what looks happy from the outside never 
is when you're looking in"?) which includes a Gilbert and 
George shout-out. Better still is the split with The Black 
Marias who actually have the Oi-dacity to be sonically akin to 
the Destructors (who then match that by covering "Sonic 
Reducer"). Also interesting is "101010," not an album about 
digital encoding but a record about how life is rough, released 
on October 10th 2010 for one day only, so if you dontt get it 
that day, your life is rough! But the real treasure is "Dead 
Beat to White Heat," 46 minutes of pub stomping pleasure 
that makes me want to fight and think and protest and drink 
warm beer! People often ask why do we labor over doing this 
zine and the real answer is that we do it because nothing 
makes us happier than receiving 10 Destructors CDs in the 
mail every year! 








deVries “death to god" (noiseonnoise)You don't need a 
degree from DeVry to comprehend that this is some brilliant 
pop technology! 


Devyl Nellys (myspace.com/devyinellys) Nelly Levon has 
one of those Americana/pop voices that is as soothing as it is 
moving. When the songwriting, which is for the most part 
strong here, she can pretty much enchant and convonce you to 
do anything. Not a dark record, but there’s some shade cast to 
make things a Jot more interesting than your typical slick 
indie urban country record. 


Diablo Royale “Greedy Dogs” (diabloroyale.net) Political 
rock by guys dressed so rock and looking so good you can't 
believe they care about the world...but they do! These Diablos 
are hella good! But you know everytime they whip their hair 
around or strike a rock pose that someone thinks is cheesy 
there's gonna be someone who calls them Diablo 
Royale...with Cheese! 


D.O.A. Men of Action DVD, “Talk-Action=0," “Kings of 
Punk, Hockey & Beer” (Sudden Death) Joey Shithead has 
spent decades making Canada safe for hardcore punk...or 
unsafe. The retrospective DVD is super awesome. Thirty 
years of raw, rough concert footage and no budget music 
videos truly brings both the d.i.y, spirit of punk and the Joey's 
never-say-die, sometimes corny, but never compromised 
radical spirit to screen. ] love how the 2009 music video, with 
cable access greenscreen and discount halloween store police 
costumes, cost the band about the same to make as the live 


video of them playing an anarchist picnic in 1981. Doubling 
the value you can also watch the video with a 
commentary/history lesson from Mr. Shithead as he tells the 
story of the band, using the not quite chronological videos as 
talking points. The reason watching hardcore shows from 
1980, 1987, and 2002 are all Kosher is that Shithead has 
always had the same dedication to and energy for his band 
and music, and thus, the new album is as fast, furious and 
uncompromising as ever. "They Hate Punk Rock" may be a 
song so prototypical it borders on parody, but the beauty of 
D.O.A. is that, yes, they often sound like the fake punk band a 
TV show would invent to to show how ridiculous punk 
is..BUT THEY ARE TOTALLY SINCERE. Honesty may 
not get you far in this world, but apparently it can make you 
stick around forever. And it can imbue everything with 
importance: tracks like "I Live in a Car" are serious and 
political and a tribute to the characters on Star Trek is just as 
serious and also kind of political. Wow! And sometimes you 
just have to say, ‘fuck it, let's just make the songs actually be 
about hockey.’ Oddly, much of this album (made up of 
thematically-related archival recordings) is less brutal 
sounding than some of the angrier fruits of Joey's recent 
voluminous output (perhaps they Zamboni-ed out the 
hardcore gashes). But, shit, are you thinking you don't want a 
CD where DOA cover Stompin' Tom, Freddie Blassie, and 
BTO? You don't want an all-anthem CD where they have a 
hockey overtime metaphor love song? You don't want a CD 
that namechecks John Belushi and Trotsky? Then something 
in you just don't add up. So you're perfect for a sport that 
consists of only three quarters. 


Doc Schoko “schlecht dran/gut drauf” (Play Loud!) Opening 
with a killer psychobilly number, made more psycho but the 
guttural, Teutonic blurtings (Germany, your language sounds 
harsh and ominous to us no matter what you are 
saying....sorry!) this becomes on of the most diverse, all over 
the board rock ‘n’ roll albums I’ve heard in a while, with 
punk, cowboy music, lo fi. psychedelia, spoken word 
soundscape stuff and more! And despite not knowing 
German, I’m pretty sure the phrase “Oktopus Im 
Pentagramm” is fucked up! 


The Dolly Rocker Movement "Our Days Mind the Tyme" 
(Bad Afro) The audio equivalent of pointing a video camera 
connected to to a TV at the screen and gettign that freaky 
infinite WHOOOAAA thing happening. 


Don’t “Away Away” (thedont.net) Do! Not doo doo! 


Dozens "Cobwebs" ep (www.myspace.com/dozensband) 
Here's an oxymoron for ya: the lo fi Steely Dan! 


Dreamend “So I ate myself bite by bite” (Graveface) Should 
be called NOW THAT'S WHAT I CALL FREAK FOLK! 
Definitely folked (as that insane banjo makes abundantly 
clear) and definitely freaked (because this is some eerie 
weirdo music that sounds like magical manic depressive elves 
are playing it). Dreamy -~ but the kind of dreams you 
medicate yourself after having. 


Drugs Dragons “S/T” LP, “Braingrave” b/w “Predator 
Weapons,” “Old Controls” b/w “"I Hate Rat People” (Dusty 
Medical) The first single sounds like inside-out Butthole 
Surfers songs played by 12 year olds! The second single 
sounds like swimming in a poo! full of Codeine and your own 
blood! The full-length sounds like the Cramps playing under 
the influence of everything Johnny Thunders had in his body 
over a three day weekend. By making all of these 
comparisons I’m not trying to imply that Drugs Dragons are 
unoriginal...they just are so good they make me jones for all 
my favorite bands and narcotics! 


Dum Dum Girls “I Will Be” (Sub Pop) Finally a release on 
Sub Pop that doesn’t sound like warmed-over GRAM 
PARSONS! This is a near-perfect mix of garage-rock and 
girl-group sounds, brilliantly produced by BLONDIE and 
GO-GOs knob-twirler Richard Gottehrer. Nothing particularly 
new here, but it all sounds sumptuous all the same. 


Dwarr "Animals" (Drag City) This is the first quirky reissue 
of a "lost" impossible to find private press "psyche" 
masterpiece record that I believe I have have actually seen 
with my own eyes, I think, I remember looking through the 
Metal section of a store in Rhode Island in 1987 and staring at 
this cover, but then stupidly not buying it, and instead 
(wisely) buying the also rare Rocktober Blood soundtrack (not 
knowing years later 1 would be hired by Roctober -—- oh fate's 
finger!). Well, I can't find the Rocktober Blood LP (which 1 
know because I was going to sell it when I saw what it was 
going for on ebay), but now I have this copy of "Animals," so 
ha, fate, I laugh at you. This doom metal/psychedelic/half 
virtuoso-half inelpt record is one fo the best metal records I've 
heard in a Wizards beard life. Despite living up to a million 


cliches (including a solid Ozzy impersonation) it continuously 
defies expectations, and makes bizarre, brilliant, mesmerizing 
musical, lyrical, and guitar solo-ical decisions. Dwarr spelled 
backwards is a new kind of Rad! 


Electricutions "Locked Gates/Lonely Roads" (Big Neck) 
Amazingly this not only seems like an actual 80s hardcore 
record, it seems like an actual 80s hardcore record that's better 
than actually 80s hardcore. Maintaining the urgency, whiplash 
tempo, power, anger, raw recording technique, and political 
content of American regional punk and then shellacking i 
with tasty Clash-isms, this is more than Electri-cute... 
Electri-beautiful! 


ellsworth "Bright Red Road" (ellsworthsongs.comm) What's 
an Ellsworth? About a million freaking dollars! Roots, rock 
and ridiculousness! 


Emmett and Mary (MF) Muppet Singing + a 4-track + 
acoustic guitar + a few problems = magic! 


The Endtables (Drag City) Late 70s Louisville punk given 
the righteous relic treatment. With an androgynous singer 
built like a linebacker, a guitarist who must have been 
intravenously injecting Stooges riffs, and a drummer sonically 
spooging all over his kit like a horny teenager, this proves to 
be actual lost gold, not the cookie cutter stuff that too often 
becomes historic by ancientness, not merit. This early punk, 
or possible pre-post punk, band (previously most familiar to 
non-Bluegrass State know-it-alls from a Bloodstains comp) 
has some arty New York downtown in singer Steve Rigot's 
great talk sing delivery. His voice sounds like it should be 
reading farm report, but the conviction with which he delivers 
lyrics about penisus and guilt and Halloween is jarring. Make 
sure to listen to "Trick or Treat" with headphones on to hear 
Rigot violate each of your ears separately. Half of this is 
barely heard studio stuff and half is sloppy live recordings, 
adding up to a seriously convincing slab of history. From this 
to Bastro is ten years makes it seem like Louisville might 
have had some kind of rock n roll plate tectonic shift 
sometime in there. 





Ephrhyme “waywordwonderwill” (Modular Moods) There 
have been a lot of Jewish hip hop, and not just super Jewish 
dudes involved in hip hop like the Beasties or Lyor Cohen but 
I mean actual straight up Jewish-themed hip hop. But none of 
them, not the Jewish Public Enemy-style act Blood of 
Abraham, not the Jewish gangsta rapper A-to the D the 
Renegade Jew, not the novelty music act 2 Live Jews, not the 
Orthodox in religion but unorthodox in hip hop (because he 
just does reggae) Matisyahu - are Jew-ier than Eprhyme. He 
‘uses klezmer backbeats, he flows in Heb-lish (going between 
Hebrew and ENglish), and he is being completely earnest and 
joke-free when he uses a metaphor about something being as 
great as a nice sedar. In fact, the least Jewish thing about this 
is that he's not humorous enough. Because he's going for the 
backpack/underground/conscious vibe it's hard to criticize 
stuff here (though his rap voice and flow suffer when he gets 
too speedy), but for the most part tis is a spiritual, smart, 
musically risky record — the actual introduction of Jewish 
music traditions elevates this. 

Espers “III” (Drag City) BEST-pers! 

esthema "the hereness and nowness of things" (esthmea.com) 
See, the problem I have with trying to write about anything 
relating to the World Music realm is that I just don't know shit 
about Middle Eastern music, Balkan beats, or Eastern Euro 
shenanigans.So if I express any opinion I just come off as a 
dumbfuck ass talking out his butthole. So here goes. These 
groovy pieces strike me as the World/Arabic/Ethnic Euro 
equivalent of detective show jazz, with jaunty, satisfying 
compositions so dramatic and evocative they seem pretty 
narrative despite being instrumental. You also have to admire 
the intercontinental flavor here, combining the traditional 
music of at least three continents (if you consider jazz 
America's folk music). I also like to say the word oud. 


The Estranged “The Subliminal Man” (Dirtnap) Like a 
gloomy Factory Record played on a slightly too fast turntable 
this is somehow dark and shiny at the same time. That this is a 
fake Brit accent is amazing, because they could fool that girl 
in my school with all the Cure albums or the guy who deejays 
Joy Division night or that record store clerk who scoffs when 
you say "Bela Lugosi is Dead" is the best Bauhaus song. This 
makes me want to get a bad haircut & scowl! 


Jeff Eubank “A Street Called Straight” (Drag City) OK, I get 
it that with "freak folk" and its musical cousins we are now 
supposed to give folky and easy listening and singer- 
songwriter and middle of the road stuff a chance, but c'mon! 
Besides an awesome LP cover what are they thinking here? I 
don't even have boring enough vocabulary to describe this. 


Eva & the Heartmaker “Let's Keep This Up” (Sony) 
Ironically, as the sensitive, vocal, proactive singer to his 
colder, quieter technician persona, Eva is the Wall-E to 
Heartmaker's Eva. 


Eyes “Night Eyes (Seed Records) This band should be called 
EARGINA because they just violated every auditory cavity 
on my head...and believe me, it was consensual! 


Fab Faux (live, Vic Theater, Feb 14, 2009) Fab-WHOA! 


Face Value “Rode Hard, Put Away Wet: Clevo Hardcore '89- 
“93” (Smog Veil) Late 80s/early 90s hardcore that has more to 
do with early 80s hardcore than its contemporaries. Perhaps 
the timeless land of Rocket, Iggy, and Dead Boys skewed the 
time continuum. One of the most impressive things here is 
their ambitious demos are better than their albums. 


Fairchild Republic “Ships Are 
(myspace.com/fcrepublic) Fair. 


Josie Falbo with Sweetening “The Lord Looks Into Your 
Heart” (Toddlin’ Town) This gospel EP is unique in a genre 
where one expects conformity. Falbo sings with a voice that is 
both heavenly and extraterrestrial, sounding something like an 
enchanting futuristic vibrato singer on a Star Trek episode. 
But what is best about this work is the songwriting which 
often has Falbo rushing syllables to make the wordy, smart 
lyrics (many borrowed from scripture) fit, and has the kind of 
delivery and structure that one finds in song-poems and 
amateur songwriting. This is not an insult: it makes the faith 
expressed here feel more genuine and not as manipulative as a 
glossy, polished product. The production (by Chicago 
recording vet Larry Nestor) is anything but primitive, yet 
despite slick production this record, especially the jaunty, 
should-be hit “2000 Years” feels like the work of sincere, 
original outsiders...in a great way. 


Falling Blind "Comets" (http://fallingblind.com) Melodic 
hard rock that you'll fall for, but you'll really dig the album 
cover...best rock cover cover painting since the 80s! Add a 
demon or walking corpse and I'd buy the shirt! 


For — Sailing” 


The Family Curse "White Medicine" (Fainting Room) 
Industrial/future punk witch incantations that cursed my cat 
and turned all my clothes black. This is the kind of family 
they make late 70s gore movies about -- but never with this 
compelling a soundtrack. They still seem like a nicer family 
than mine. 


Fanshaw “dark eyes” (Mint) If a magical, mesmerizing 
Siryn/songbird hybrid had an advanced degree in poetry, and 
spent time in the Iowa Writer's Workshop, she/it would listen 


to this album and say, "Dag! That's what I was going to do! 


Faun Fables "Light of a Vaster Dark" (Drag City) Yawn 
Foibles. 


Faust livelklanghad — avant-garde in the meadow DVD 
(Play Loud!) This double feature DVD delivers the German 
avant-garde live magic to the nth degree. I say that in part 
because the beautifully shot documentary of the 2005 
Klangbaad fest (not sure what anyone was talking about in the 
brief non-concert moments. I did not pursue subtitles) appears 
for the first 15 minutes to be the MOST avant-garde fest ever, 
because it seems that they have built a huge stage and invited 
a bunch of acts like Circle, Minit, Jutta Koether, Nista Nije 
Nista and Faust...but no audience! This is a seriously high 
concept fest! Eventually we see two or three people at a park 
bench enjoying the non-abrasive noises. Then a half-hour in 
we see the catering preparing a mountain of rolls and are 
disappointed to realize that a lot of people are actually going 
to show up. But the bands don’t change tone much whether an 
audience is there or not, and the crowds seem pretty tame as 
they contemplate the cerebral acts, not even flipping out at the 
light shows and madness of Krautrock legends Faust. Cut to 
the other feature, a full document of their performance at that 
fest. Now Faust is a band who holds a special place in the 
heart of Chicago musicians during the 90s. Not simply 
because all the post-rockers and hipsters were Kraut-ophiles , 
but more importantly because during their reunion tour stop in 
Chicago they took a chainsaw to the brilliant, beautiful 
catwalk at the Lounge Ax nightclub, destroying one of the 
best structures for cocky, theatrical performances, leaving a 
lot of local frontman stuck on stage with their lowly 
musicians. Damn, you Faust! But they are redeemed here with 
an hour of psychedelic soundscapes of escalating noise and 
tender sonic violence. Still, the crowd stands arms folded, 
unmoved. It makes you long for jam band fans doing the 
Grateful Dead dance! 


Duncan Faure "Anthology" (GRA) Faure was the lead 
singer in Rabbitt, a chart topping South African rock band 
from the 70s who never corssed over to America, and he later 
was the lead singer for the Rollers, which was (I believe) the 





last incarnation of the Bay City Rollers. But in the thirty years 
since then he's apparently kept busy as attested to by these 
decades-spanning 36 tracks. It seems to be an odd career, with 
lots of South African opportunities to record and perform, a 
Japanese only album by a group named Karu (who have one 
of the bounciest tracks on here), and much like the Scorpions 
scoring hit ballads after the fall of the Berlin Wall, he seems. 
to have been inspired to heartfelt shmaltz by the end of 
Apartheid. Though some of the late 80s stuff and 
overproduced ballds seem dated, there's lots of good stuff 
here, like a grooving guitar pop track from the early 80s 
called "Racing Car" a Nick Kershaw cover from the late 90s, 
and even a well-sung new song. It just goes to show, there are 
countless people we've never, or barely, heard of in the music 
industry who have had fascinating careers, and it's great that 
this anthology lets Faure lay out his. 


Fey Gods “Untied” b/w “Bury Me Standing” (Hozac) The 
problem with "goth" is it never scared me, it was too cute and 
obvious. These cats, on the other hand, sound like they have 
actually killed and eaten people. 


Finger “still in boxes 1990-1993” (Second Motion) Finger 
poppin'! If my proctologist had a Finger that felt as good as 
this 90s Raleigh rock n roll band does, I'd know a lot more 
about the state of my prostate! Great vocals, melodies, 
guitars...all that stuff you're supposed to have is here, making 
this marginal Merge band's music's re-emergence remarkable. 


Flesh Lights "You're A Stealer" b/w "He Got Sent Away" 
(Twistworthy) Thank god that not everyone in Austin garage 
rock is spewing hazy mindbending psychedelic fog -- some 
bands still want to beat you bloody with their guitar stocks 
until you have to soak your hamburger-meat resembling 
stumps in PBR to sooth the sweet pain. Basically this just 
rocks. I can't really elaborate on that. 


The Flips "I Just Don't Know Where I Stand" ep (Hozac) A 
girl group that understands that classic Girl Groups were more 
than just cutesy (though these Milwaukee ladies are cuter 
than Paul Molitor), and that the masterfulness of the pop is 
more important than the skirts and "oohs" (though I like these 
"oohs" and suspect they may own skirts). Flipping fantastic 


Floating di Morel “Said My Say” (play loud!) Like a classy 
Suicide (the band, not the act of desperation) these cats 
present minimal, chilling music, but wear ties and sweep the 
warehouse before inviting you over for a bizarre ultra- 
underground concert. 


Fluid/The Kremlin split CD-R (Placenta) This starts out as 
one of the quietest noise albums I've ever heard, as most of 
Fluid's tracks are semi-ambient perambulations that are more 
spooky than anything. Then a disco beat kicks in right before 
their tracks end and the Kremils half hour monster-piece licks 
off with a damaged electronic assault that sounds like an 
underwater alien attack...call out Aquaman! 


The Fools “Made with Love by...” (?) Should be called the 
Cools because this acoustic music is cool, calm and copacetic. 


Foreign Cinema "Non-Synchronous Sound" — (Parralax 
Sounds) Joyfully self-conscious in its pretensions, this music 
is more about preciousness than pretentiousness. 


Fox in the Henhouse (IBOT) Ryan Esclopio gets foxy with 
some emo-tized new wave John Hughes soundtrack grooves. 


Adam Franklin & Bolts of Melody "I Could Sleep for a 
Thousand Years" (second motion) What do you call shoegaze 
that kicks ass? Bootgaze! 





Jenn Franklin “Invisible” (jennfranklin.com) The reasons I 
like this are cause Franklin has a moving husky voice, & 
seems to have a deft gift for songwriting. Not because she’s 
super good looking. Really Though she’s pretty good looking. 
The Fresh & Onlys “Laughter is Contagious” (Trouble in 
Mind) The best psyche pop should always sound more 
intriguingly nightmarish than dreamy, and triumphantly this 
slab o' wax had me doubling my therapy sessions! 


Fungi Girls "Turqoise Hotel" b/w "doldrums" (Hozac) To 
come up with the alchemy to combine shoegazer ambience 
with surf licks and VU-skew would be fantastically 
impressive even if these kids weren't still too young to legally 
buy heroin at the corner store! 


The Funky Knights (hyperspace) Blues club funk that isn’t 
here to break ground or get a New Yorker essay written about 
it, it's here to make a drinking crowd groove. Fun is key! 

The Furious Seasons “Thank You For Saturday” 
(thefuriousseasons.com) About as furious as a buttercup. 

The Gears "Rockin' at Ground Zero" Deluxe Edition/D.1.s 
"Rare Cuts" (Hep Cat) The Gears were an L.A. punk band 
that formed in '78 and took on a kind of Stray Cats retro 


juvenile delinquent vibe, but kept one foot in L.A. punk, 
creating some prime pogo poundings. Their album, reissued 
here with a bunch of demos and singles tracks, was as solid as 
any record by a 2nd tier L.A. 70s punk band, and the title 
track coulda shoulda woulda been a hit if things had skewed 
right. But they didn't and the band broke up and transformed. 
The D.ls (whose recordings are packaged with the Gears 
CD)are not to be confused with punk heroes D.I. They not 
only kept the psychobilly/surf/rock band vibe of the Gears, 
they took it further. Singer Axxel G. Reese went completely 
"Happy Days" with this retro act, and made any inner turmoil 
between choosing between punk and 50s rock literal with the 
song "Mohowk ys. DA." A bunch of these tracks are expertly 
produced by the amazing Billy Zoom of X fame. Others were 
produced as a demo for A&M Records that I assume went 
nowhere. All of it makes me wonder why these guys are only 
known to record collectors these days. It’s a plain shame! 


Generalissimo “Western Medicine (Arbeit Macht Dinge) 
General-blechhh-imo. 


Gestapo Khazi "Escalators" b/w "The Atomic Kind" 
Eradicator) Two unbelievable songs that you would expect to 
find on some kind of ancient Johan Kugelberg lost punk 45 
that on one's ever seen, or on some Messthetics comp where 
you don't believe the band is really real. You will not know 
what decade this came out, what species the band is, or why 
you are deemed worthy of hearing something so fucking 
awesome. 


Gitar “Stuffed” (Seeland Records) Mashup insanity on a 
variety of themes and topics. Controlled sonic anarchy, in the 
best sense of that term that I just made up. One of the most 
complete and scathing commentaries on the nonsensical 
detritus that passes for pop culture in this country. Awesome. 


Globes on = Remote = “The ~— Woo-Hoo-Hoo” 
(www globesonremote.com) If raves involved dance parties in 
your grandma's rec room with the neighborhood kids and the 
drugs of choice were sugar cereal and pixie sticks instead of X 
and coke than this would be the best rave band ever. 


Gnarly Love “The Long and Gnarly Road” (Eugene) This is 
exactly what punk rock should be: driving, dumb, angry about 
stuff, and funny. Goofy hardcore that's pissed off about police 
brutality and and Dick Cheney, but gets equally worked up 
about bad Hollywood remakes and dumb sports teams. 
There's basically nothing wrong with this..any band with a 
song about a monkey seeking advice from a Buddhist monk, 
which leads to the revelation "Banana Banana Banana 
Banana!" deserves a MacArthur Genius Grant. 


God’s Gifts “Pathology” (Hyped2Death) Why _ this 
Manchester band remains incredibly obscure while Joy 
Division, the Smiths and the Fall still have teenagers 
contemplating suicide to this day is a mystery. OK, it may be 
because this retrospective CD features some of the most 
delightfully ultra-minimalist, ultra-miserable music ever 
recorded. The real money shot on this compilation of 
recordings from 1979-1084 is the 12” version of “No God.” If 
the 12” format was invented for dance records this almost 
qualifies as parody: it’s a dirgelike drone that is for the most 
part played on one (unaccompanied) string and sung in pretty 
much one somber note, convincingly giving sonic evidence to 
back up the chorus’ claim that “there is no god!” “The Shroud 
of Turin was a good trick,” indeed! Other toe-tappers include 
“Creep In” (which sounds like someone left a “Bela Lugosi is 
Dead” vinyl in direct sunlight), “People,” which sounds like it 
is played on funereal flugethorn, and the surprisingly peppy 
“Deicide (Their Soul is Hate).” If I am underselling this 1 
apologize. I not only like this more than Morrissey and not 
only does this hit the mark more than Mark E., but I'll say this 
out-Manchesters Freddie and the Dreamers and Oasis. 


The Golden Filter “Voluspa” (goldenfilter.ccom) Dance 
music for brilliantly hip penguins who can only waddle 
slightly, but look cool doing so. 


Goodchild Badchild “Fall in 
Line”(www.myspace.com/goodchildbadchild) If they think 
emo rap rock is a good idea they are an Oldchild. But if they 
are right and it's the exact time for a comeback I guess they 
are the Geniuschild and I'm the suckerchild. 


Goodnight Loving “The Goodnight Loving Supper Club,” 
“Nothing Conquers Us" b/w "Scary Bad" (Dirtnap) So 
sublimely 60s that this isn't even retro...it's time warp. And it's 
better than 1/2 the beat bands playing Berlin and 1/4 of the 
stuff clogging Brian Wilson's head that decade. 


Good Riddance "Capricorn One" (Fat) Listening to this 
collection of non-album tracks, rarities, and demos from the 
late Good Riddance leaves listeners with one conclusion: this 


was the most baddass (badassest?) band on Fat. Sure, they 
were as melodic as their pussy-ish peers, but their "melodic 
hardcore" seemed to have actual hardcore involved. The fact 
that some of the singles here were off EPs and split singles un 
other labels may have something to do with them flattening 
their Fat friends, who all must sub jt after realizing that tracks 
like "21 Guns," "What We Have," and "Overcoming Learned 
Behaviour (from Fat’s greatest release, the million song "Short 
Music" comp) are badass as hell. Bad Riddance that they 
broke up. 








Gospel Claws "C-L-A-W-S" (Common Wall) This is gospel, 
because even their summer teenage party song sounds 
righteous, monumental, and holy. This is remarkable complex 
indie pop that makes you want to convert to whatever church 
or cult they are running. 


The Graves Brothers Deluxe "San Malo" (Green Cookie 
Records) Brilliant bad-attitude rock expertly produced by 
L.A. legends Geza X and Paul Roessler. World-weary in a 
totally pissed-off way that’s also very funny, with some of the 
tastiest slide guitar to slide my way in years. BONUS: 
Features PCR ace DJ STOO ODUM on stringed instruments, 
vocals, and way-offbeat songwriting. 


David Greenberger & Paul Cebar “Cherry Picking Apple 
Time” (Pel pel) With any luck, in ten years David will 
actually have the genuine old guy voice to make his old guy 
quoting spoken world music all too real! But for now he needs 
Milwaukee's Best...not the beer, but the blues bar king Cebar - 
to bring it on home. Surprising they would use a quote from 
the killer single rather than it's title "A King of Milwaukee, 
part 1" —-a perfect combination of smiles and seniles! 


Kathy Greenholdt “lowly violet” (kathygreenholdt.com) 
Over a well-made bed of spare Americana Ms. Greenholdt's 
lovely voice lets loose with some faerie-like olde time music 
that would make her the perfect muse for a Knight of the 
Roundtable. In a sidenote, I took some sidenotes on this CD in 
handwriting I can't quite make out, but I believe 1 wrote down 
“husky Madonna" (I assume I meant her voice, not her figure, 
which is svelte, though I believe "husky" as a euphemism for 
overweight is only used in adolescent boy's undershirt sizing) 
and I seem to have written either "street fruit" or "street fight," 
neither of which make any sense. I do sometimes RUI (review 
under the influence). 


Sparky Grinstead "Won Out" (Sparlene Records) If you like 
the Bomp! Records sound from the mid-'70s (stripped-down 
straight-ahead power-pop) then you'll love this lo-fi treasure 
from 1979. Home recorded by Mr. Grinstead himself, with 
most of the non-keyboard instruments played by him as well, 
its a testament to the long-lasting appeal of heartfelt 
songs. The original record goes for big bucks in collector 
circles, but thankfully you can find the re-release at CD Baby 
and other fine music outlets. 


The Grip Weeds “Strange Change Machine” (Rainbow 
Quartz) A huge bucket of Pop non-com dripping with 
psychedelic guitar butter and sprinkled with melodic 
seasoning. Reminds me of Rundgren's writing, the Music 
Machine's hooks, and a magical elf's studio productions. 


Grooms “Rejoicer” (Death By Audio) This could hypnotize 


an opossum! 


Guantanamo Baywatch (Worksound) This is totally surf 
music, but it's a kind of evil surf music, like if skinny, 
weasley punk kids were surfers, and they surfed in sewers, 
and they had board fights, and they cut up actual rats to make 
Frankenstein-ized Rat Finks in tribute to Ed Roth. So, yeah, I 
like it, 

Guitar Bomb “Happy Hour at the Silverado” (Crafty) This 
bomb-astic blues rock brouhaha bring the badass-itude and 
boogie in big batches! 


The Gurus "Closing Circles" (Rainbow Quartz) Mellow- 
delia that's poppy and sweet. If this has anything to do with 
the late Gang Starr jazz hip hopper of the same name I would 
be pretty surprised, but you never know. 


Hacienda “Big Red & Barbacoa” (Alive) Combines the 
weirdest sensibilities of the Wilson-ized Beach Boys with 
with the actual surfing music and Americana roots sounds the 
BB's were faking. And there's some carnival 


Neil Hamburger “Hot February Night” (Drag City) I read a 
recent Neil Hamburger concert preview that claimed he was 
not funny on purpose, that's the joke. While the original joke 
of Hamburger, a character who first emerged as a phone 
prankster and then, more fleshed out, as a parody of lounge 
comedians’ self-released souvenir records, involyed him 
being a sad, comedy failure, that’s not the case anymore. 
Though he may have originally been imaginary, so many 
people believed in Neil that like Tinkerbell, Pinochio and 
Jesus he became a real live man, and for years now he has 
been a working live performer, constantly on the road, and 
constantly looking for laughs. Sincerely. As a actual, 3-D 
performer if Hamburger were telling non-jokes night after 
night he would have already committed suicide, but he has 
been crafting funnier and funnier one liners, many unnerving 
because of their bluntness and shock value, but funny 
nonetheless (“Why don’t rapists eat at TGI Fridays? Because 
it's hard to rape with an upset stomach.”) Hamburger not 
only tries to craft funny lines, but also parodies comedic 
tropes, showbiz conventions, and clichés. He is not Andy 
Kaufman alter-ego Tony Clifton, not only because he isn’t 
(usually) trying to torture an audience, but also because he is 
not about arrogance. Neil Hamburger is about sadness and 
anger. And laughs. This album, however, does not capture 
Neil at his best because he is not in the rock clubs where he 
tailors jokes denigrating Nickelback, Justin Beiber, and Jim 
Morrison (Why was he buried in a 10 foot coffin? “To 
accommodate his dunce cap.”) to “hip” crowds. No, this is 
recorded in massive arenas as he opened for Tenacious D on 
their last tour. So the crowd isn’t here to see him, and they 
paid too much money. By the time these performances were 
recorded, Hamburger already knew where his bread was 
buttered, so he’s coming out swinging, cursing at the audience 
and alternating between teasing them with false introductions 
for Jack Black and Kyle Gass and threats to have the masons 
on the crew build a brick wall so the unresponsive left side 
won't be able to see Tenacious D. While there are a few 
‘Burger fans in tow (a lonely voice shouts “We love you” at 
the beginning, and there are spatterings of “who's there?” in 
response to Neil’s “knock Knock" ) this document is mostly 
about combat: Neil versus tens of thousands of booing non- 
fans. Neil Hamburger began as a make believe act playing to 
near-empty, totally indifferent pizza parlors and developed 
into a real one that plays a packed Madison Square Garden 
filled with actively hostile masses. That has to be some kind 
of triumph. This is not exactly like the awesome late-in-the- 
game MSG concert albums by Elvis and Sinatra (in part 
because this album is culled from gigs surrounding the New 
York date, as the Garden has prohibitive restrictions about 
recording performances, created to protect the Knicks from 
having their pathetic exploits publicized or documented). 
Unike the King and Chairman, this is not a man showcasing 
his best material. But perhaps we should be comparing him to 
Garden legends Sugar Ray Robinson, the Ali-smashing Joe 
Frazier, or 60s Welterweight Benny “The Kid” Paret. These 
were mighty pugilists who, like Neil, entered the Garden with 
fists blazing ready for anything, Of course Paret got caught in 
the ropes, was pummeled mercilessly, went into a coma and 
died a week and half later. But tha-a-a-a-t's my life! 


Charlotte Hatherley “New Worlds” (Minty Fresh) Music 
Hatherly charms to sooth the savage beast. Or at least to make 
you smile and bob your head while listening to an angel voice 
(even on her tuff "on again" tune). 


HB3 "Studies for Traps & Piccolo" (Zegnotropic) If "surfing" 
to you means tethering a surfboard to the back of a Buick, 
duct taping some sucker daredevil to the board and then 
barrelling through some fucked up off-road course, than this 
would be "surf music." 








Headlights “Wildlife"(Polyvinyl) The weird harmonies that 
sound like unison singing bring to mind a disturbing, likely 
dangerous cult...but a disturbing, likely dangerous cult with 
really pretty music! 


Heavy Trash “Midnight Soul Serenade” (Big Legal Mess) 
Holy Mackeral! This is copacitic! Don't take my opinion too 
strongly, though, I also love Amos ‘n' Andy reruns and 
Vanilla Ice. 


The Heligoats “Goodness Gracious” (Greyday) Should be 
called the Hella Goods! 


Hewhocannotbenamed "Sunday School Massacre" (MVD) 
This genital-dangling tall Dwarve crafts poppier punk than his 
parent band, utilizing a surprisingly pleasant singing 
voice...but don't expect sweetness and puppy dogs. Tunes 
about mutants, gnomes, robots, death and hate set a tone that 
is only broken by a tender love song about finding the time to 
show the object of your desire how much you care...by duct 
taping ber to a chair. Should call __ himself 
Hewhocannotberesisted! 


Mj Hibbett & The Validators "Forest Moon Of Enderby" 
(mjhibbett.co.uk) Jaunty, witty, indie pop that'd not afraid of 
not being cool (they sing about comic books more than love) 
This collection of pleasantries and rarities brings to mind jolly 
music hall performers of yore, which is a way better model 
than most of the mopey rockers out there, 


The High Violets "Cinéma" (www.thehighviolets.com) 
Shoegazer music where the shoes being gaze are the ones they 
wear on Sex in the City, 


Hipbone Slim and the Knee Tremblers “The Kneeanderthal 
Sounds of...” (Voodoo Rhythm Records) This CD is all over 
the place in terms of genres: there’s wild surf stuff, rockin’ 
hillbilly anthems, stripped down ‘50s rock'n'roll, and even 
some Mississippi blues skronk, It all has an otherworldly 
sound that possible to place in any particular time period, 
but it’s all done with plenty of energy and verve. Roots Rock 
cats will love! 


Hitmen “Tora Tora Tora" (Shock) Though this 80s Aussie 
band is a Radio Birdman side project don't expect Radio 
Birdman brilliance. This was apparently one of the top pub 
bands of their era and it makes sense why: total hack pop 
rock, This makes John Cafferty and the Beaver Brown Band 
sound like prog! The best part of this reissue of a live show 
(plus dozens of bonus tracks) is the audience's earnest joy, so 
it's hard to fault the band for hackishness, but it's also hard to 
listen to. Somewhat unrelated (though kinda related, because 
the Hitmen's reign sorta explains it) -- Australian X recently 
toured and I was really excited to see them, but it was quite 
possibly the worst show ever -- though it was so bad I actually 
was fascinated and enjoyed myself. As best as I could tell 
there was one original (guitarist/vocals) who was theoretically 
OK, though he kept saying he just woke up, and never looked 
a the audience or had any energy. But his supporting band 
was ridicufuckingless. The bassist was technically proficient, 
and his absurd showmanship was crazy hackneyed but very 
appreciated considering what everyone else was doing. But 
his bass playing was so soulless and by the book that there 
was nothing to really dig. But the killer was the drummer. I'm 
assuming he wasn't an original member because no label in 
the world would allow a band to release a record without 
replacing that drummer. The Shrimper cassette label would 
have made you fire the guy before dubbing 6 copies of a tape. 
He wasn't off beat but he just played the same boom boom 
chika boom boom chika beat all the time, for every song, a 
beat totally inappropriate to rocking punk music, Occasionally 
he's do a t-t-t-t-t-t- on the cymbal. It was like an 11 year old in 
their room thinking they were awesome while they counted 
off beats in their head. It was jaw-droppingly awful sounding, 
but I was not going to tell him that, becaue he was a bald, 
super muscualr Australian bruiser. The bassist was also pretty 
buff and rough, which led me to believe the X-survivor 
decided that security/back ups in a fight were more important 
than musicianship for this tour. Of course, the tour may have 
been a little bit of a letdown to them as well; only 20 people 
(which whittled it's way down to nine by the end of the show) 
stuck around to watch these "legends," but then again, this 
isn't a big music town. I saw them in Los Angeles, Best part 
were the two ten minute tuning braks the guitarist took, 
orchestrated by the undoubtedly tin-eared bassist fluctuating 
his hand up and down like Christina Aguilera singing a 
melisma run to "help" the sleepy dude find his note. I didn't 
know who to blame for this totally soulless performance until 
I heard this double CD, but seeing how the Hitmen set the 
stage for bar rock in their country it makes sense. Though I'm 
sure the re-formed Hitmen would be awesome live -- they at 
least know how to be fun hacks. 











Hits “Living With You Is Killing Me” 
(myspace.com/hitsgalore) I have never taken enough hits 
to enjoy something like this. 


Kristian Hoffman “Fop” (Kayo) Best known (to our readers, 
at least) for his work with Klaus Nomi and Lance Loud, 
Kristian Hoffman has been a fixture on the Los Angeles 
music scene for years, popping up whenever someone very 
interesting is doing something very interesting. Last April 
Fool's Day I was invited to a private magic/variety show in a 
tiny theater built a half century ago in a residential backyard, 
and there accompanying the illusionists, mimes, puppeteers 
and Prince Poppycock was the masterful, florid, moving piano. 
playing of Mr. Hoffman (dressed magnificently, I should 
add), His latest recorded work is a grand, brilliant song cycle 
balancing excess and subtlety, .. Hoffman's compositions have 
intense drama and no expense seems to be spared, but he also 
knows how few notes to play, and when to reference a spare 
vaudeville performance instead of a glorious Broadway 
fantasy (though the latter usually wins out). I wouldn't 
compare the rock opera nature of “Fop" to a Jim Steinman 
production, because this doesn't have rock excess aspirations. 
The grand music and grand theatrical achievements are never 
overwhelmed by wailing guitar. The guitar playing on this (by 
David Bongiovanni, and Hoffman, with a few appearances by 
our friend Andrew Sandoval) is excellent, but knows its place, 
never taking the rock route of overwhelming the composition 
and singing (which falls somewhere between Off Broadway 
one man show singing and 60s pop crooning). Why have a 
guitar solo when a string section can swell magnificently? 
There are some straight up rocking exceptions, of course, 
including a great naughty God Rock song called “Hey Little 
Jesus Get Out of that Hole.” Other standout tracks include the 
sexy “Soothe Me” and the grand “Out of the Habit" (best song 
ever to mention a davenport), and | should mention that the 
design (including a thick lyric book) is breathtaking. I'm sorry 
you can't all experience Hoffman in a private magic theater 
like I did, but amazingly, listening to this CD was just as 
satisfying as that remarkable experience. 


Hollywood Squaretet_ "TETOSTERONE!"  (Gulcher) 
Listening to this album's outstanding anti-Obama rant (why 
stop at comparing him to Hitler or Stalin when you can [much 
more accurately] compare him to...smooth jazz) made one 
phrase come to my mind: "Jazz you can believe in." The HS' 
brilliance is the realization that nothing musically 
compliments a skronking sax more than the ravings of a 
lunatic. It's like someone was standing on a corner between a 
homeless genius loudly reading off some single-spaced 
manifesto he typed at Kinkos and the best heroin addict sax- 
skoodling busker in Manhattan and had a ‘you put your 
chocolate in my peanut butter’ moment. Best line: "Two 
assholes walk into a bar AND ONE OF THEM WAS ME!!!" 


John Lee Hooker Jr. "Live in Istanbul" (Steppin' Stone) In 
Chicago you meet a lot of Blues "Jrs" and "Littles." Some of 
them clearly have no connection ti their names (outsider nose 
flute street performer Little Howling Wolf), some may or may 
not be related, but have their own charms (Elmore James, Jr.), 
some do eerie recreations of their father's act (both Johnnie 
Taylor, Jr and his brother Floyd), and some are just confusing 
(our friend Bobby Bland, Jr.), But it's rare to hear one of these 
cats simultaneously doing their own thing, paying tribute to 
Sr., and demonstrating real talent that is different but not 
incomparable from their forbearer, JLH Jr. has the meaty 
voice and charisma to command a massive crowd of Turks, 
but he doesn't try to fake the rawness and simplicity of his 
father's music, running a tight, slick operation, that draws 
from contemporary blues and isn't afraid to play to the crowd. 
While this can seem insufferable in some tourist blues bars, it 
feels pretty good here, and if you are on the fence with Jr., 
you won't be when you check out the bonus DVD, an absurd 
animated music video, that looks like it was done by tweaking 
Guitar Band and Grand Theft Auto to illustrate a blues song 
about cheating and its consequences. 


hop on pop “chicken on a bicycle” (Spade Kitty) Versatile, 
peppy, but kind of flat songwriting made me un-hoppy.. 


The Horribly Wrong “C'mon Bleed With Me” 
(Eradicator/Shit In Can) Horribly right! This is not Trash 
Rock, this is the residue in the crevice under the garbage can 
lid rock! If Lo Fi was a limbo contest these dudes would go so 
low as to defy gravity and anatomy. 


HotChaCha "the world’s hardest working telescope & the 
violent birth of stars" (exit stencil) Should change their name 
to HotterChacha, because these skewed fuzz art jams are 
burning! 


Hozac Hookup Klub Round 1 (Hozac) Joining a record club, 
or klub, is not so much a fool's game as it is a folly of folks 
with completist collector syndrome. Anyone who broke their 


neck to get every Sub Pop Singles Club single had to suffer 
through some real klinkers. But thankfully our nice neighbors 
at Hozac kreated a klub where not only is every kopy worth 
keeping, and not only are bands like Woven Bones, Dum 
Dum Girls, and Box Elders worth obsessing over, and not 
only do limited klub singles get the kompletely stellar art 
direction as sell-in-store-singles, BUT they also smile upon 
the outsiders by offering this kompilation of kool klub kuts. 
Of course, by buying this komp you are not in the klub and 
don't actually get the hookup, because you don't get the b- 
sides (the White Mystery flip is a trip), but it's all kopacetic 
(kopaketik?) because you do get a pair of great unreleased 
bonus tracks, including a killer kut by the Idle Times. 


Humms “Lemonland” (Oddbox) Sounds like he's humming 
from inside a coffin...after he's been buried alive! Not exactly 
psychobilly proper, this record nonetheless has the creepy, 
echoing, darkly joyous vibe that makes Halloween the 
national holiday of so many, and fans of pre-literary Nick 
Cave, pre-heaven Cramps and even a little pre-Dolly Porter 
will want sum Humm, chum! 


husband&wife "Proud Flesh" (Crossroads of America) 
Better than if the Beach Boys if they were the husband and 
the Byrds were the wife. 


Hytest "Dishing Out the Good Times" (MVD) Rocks like a 
geologist's wet dream! 


I, Crime “Dove Skin Gloves” b/w “Candy Stripes” 
(Woodbridge) When I slap a new 7" record on the turntable I 
naturally expect either punk, garage or some kind of lo-fi 
indie. | guess with the CD in its death dance it could be 
anything these days, even enchantingly 80s-style Anglo 
something or another (this is 1/2way between New Romantic 
and shoegaze with X-style boy/girl vocals thrown atop...is 
there even a name for that?) Should be called "I, Dig." 


I Love Rich "Season of the Rich" (www.iloverich.net) 
Parodying metal by being extra dumb and crude is like 
parodying Chrisitianity by worshipping Christ. So basically, 
this seriously rocks. 


I'm With Stupid "Swank-o-Pation" b/w “Surrender” (Evil 
Empire) Punky pop without being pussy-ish about it, I'm With 
Stupid knows how to bring the toe-tapping trouble (and a 
Cheap Trick cover). I'm with the I'm withs! 


Th’ Inbred "Legacy of Fertility" (Alternative Tentacles) This 
compiles two ultra obscure albums by a long-haired West 
Virginia hardcore band that made one record in 1985 of early 
80s regular hardcore (with some Dead Kennedy's social 
satire/political diatribe leanings), but then instead if going 
metal crossover a couple years later like too many others they 
wen't prog jazz punk, making vocalist Bobb Cotter's 
ridiculous sputterings all the more surreal, The packaging 
(with great liner notes, photos and reproductions of the band's 
perhaps too professional looking show flyers) and the 
inclusion of rarities and ep tracks makes this another worthy 
entry in AT's rediscovery of weirdo band series. 


Indian Wars "If You Want Me" (Bachelor) A nice combo of 
outsider I-man band style wild playing (though this is a 4 
piece) and serious 60s garage record collection influence 
makes we want to make love not wars with these Natives. 





Inspector 22 “Hey Man, | Understand” (Odessa) Tricking 
Merzbow fans into getting your outsider pop folk weirdo 
tunes is a strategy I endorse. Opening with five minutes of 
brutal noise and then going into inly slightly abrasive, and 
primarily gentle, Daniel Johnston meets Danielson music is a 
formula that made me happy twice...in different brain parts! 


Jawbreaker "Unfun" (Blackball Records) The grungy rock, 
with pop punk and hardcore tendencies still sounds fresh and 
energizing twenty years later. This reissue of their 1990 debut 
gives a nice glimpse of the exciting music the better Gilman 
Street bands were capable of in the days before Green Day 
made it Wal-Mart friendly, 


Jas "Live at Jerome's" (Gulcher) Jis. 


JEFF the Brotherhood “Heavy Days” (Infinity Cat) Hot 
HOT H-I-T-S! This record will sell more copies than the 
Bible! These songs are catchier than ebola virus! 


Jerry Jennings “Shortcut to the Center” (PB) I'm not a 
student of jam bands, wailing, guitars, fusion-ish rock, or 
brilliant wankery. But even I can hear that this dude should be 
playing for ten thousand jam fans a night. Produced by 
Ronnie Montrose and featuring more Ipm (licks per minute) 
than a lollipop festival, this JJ is dy-no-mite! 


Jenocide "Machines To Make Us Wet" In the recent "Best of" 
Vice magazine book the editor was asked if there was 
anything published in the mag that he was embarrassed about, 
and he said he wished Vice hadn't backed Electroclash so 


hard. While on the one hand what the hell are you editing 
Vice for if you'll admit to having shame about anything. But 
on the other hand, c'mon, man, there's certainly no shame in 
that particular game. If a day ever comes that good humored 
electronic robot sex music is a bad thing, than that is the day 
you'll have to peel this hot CD from my cold dead hand. On 
the third other hand despite her awesomeness, Jen does lose 
me about halfway through. This seems to be music for a 12" 
format rather than a ten track album. Still, I will never forsake 
or denigrate my robo-dominitrix overladies! 


Jews and Catholics "Who Are? We Think We Are?" (307 
Knox) With a name like Js and Cs you'd expect a "guilty" 
pleasure, but no one would be ashamed to love this. Dark, 
smart, creepy songwriting with a raw garage-ish edge that 
defies the literate vocal delivery makes me think that who is 
they are is pretty damn awesome! 

Jonny Rumble “JR” (Rock Proper) If this was the soundtrack 
to your rumble you would be fighting with bubble wands and 
gumballs. 


Jookabox “Dead Zone Boys” (Joyful Noise) Super weird 
skeleton bone rattling genre-free chant music with stories and 
humor and verve and, dare I say, art. Punk, gospel, dance, 
robot, ghost music that very likely will turn you into a witch. 
Awesome to the 666th power! 


The June “Green Fields and Rain” (Rainbow Quartz) This 
magnificent record will have you floating on a poppy psyche 
cloud that's as fluffy as dudes harmonizing “ooohhs" and as 
ethereal as a mindtrip. 


Tommy Keene “You Hear Me: A Retrospective 1983-2009" 
(Second Motion) Keene’s never been a superstar, but as 
arguably the most respected power pop dude for a coupla 
decades amongst a small and devoted group of power pop 
fanatics (inevitably including people, who own or make 
decisions for labels) he gets to keep putting out fine songs. 
Why none of his near perfect tunes aren't monster hits I can’t 
say and why there aren’t millions of fans for a genre that is 
basically Beatles tribute music is also weird. But celebrate 
those mysteries on this generous collection, and be pleasantly 
confused about these puzzles yourself. 


Kid Creole and the Coconuts “Anthology Vol. | & 2” 
(Rainman) Kid Creole (interviewed here a few years back) is 
a fascinating figure, turning disco inside out with his beautiful 
backup Coconuts, with Dr. Buzzard's Original Savannah 
Band, and with some of the best live performances of the late 
20" century (drawing on the best of the early 20” century). I 
Suppose the act is still amazing, and if you saw them live you 
would be dying to throw money at them, so this CD would 
serve a great purpose. A double disc collection of greatest 
hits, covers, new songs, and good times is a winner. But these 
are re-recordings, not the original (a collection of which, 
spanning the career, would be better). But if I bought this 
from a scantily clad Coconut I sure as hell wouldn't complain. 


Kid Icarus "imaginary songs and aluminum hits” 
(summersteps) Moody, moogy indie blues pop rock, with less 
of Icarus main man Eric's devotion to his hero Jandek and a 
little more shades of not-so-outre but no-less-disturned 
musicians like Elliot Smith, Lou Reed, and maybe Bob 
Mould. Not Ic-ky! 


King Automatic "in the blue corner" (Voodoo Rhythm) Like 
clowns, dwarves and Australians, no matter how awesome 
and special they are, all true one man bands have an aura of 
pure creepiness wafting off of them. And a good one man 
band only falls flat if he/she tries to deny this essential 
creepiness. King Automatic has no such problem. Making as 
joyfully pure rock n roll as one creepy Frenchman can hope 
to, Le Roi, as his countrymen call him, delivers a near perfect 
album that even clowns, dwarves and Australians will enjoy! 


KISS "Sonic Boom" (Kiss/Universal) KISS hasn't released a 
studio album in over ten years, and hasn't recorded 
memorable material in almost twenty. In those decades Gene 
Simmons flexed his creative muscles by figuring out non- 
musical ways to exploit the brand, branching out into reality 
TV, coffeeshop, and coffins (Dimebag Darrell was reportedly 
buried in an official Kiss Kasket). This crass commerce risked 
turning one of the band's greatest assets into a dirty word. 
“Shameless” shouldn't mean disgracefully commercial. It 
should mean the ability to boldly bellow awesome lyrics like, 
“Danger you, danger me, danger US" without a hint of irony. 
On “Sonic Boom” KISS reclaims its crown of shamelessness, 
and subsequently deliver the most absurdly joyous rock 
records in years: a true guiltless pleasure. KISS pledged that 
this CD would be a return to the sound of it’s early LPs and 
that promise is delivered, quite literally, with some recycled 
instrumental and vocal phrases sure to get the tongues of 
KISS Amy vets! wagging Pavlov-style. But more 





importantly, this hard rocking effort avoids the three instincts 
that have worked against the band's best musical interests in 
the past: they aren't trying to be artistic (a /a '81's Lou Reed- 
assisted concept album “The Elder”), they're not following 
trends (‘97's stillborn post-Grunge “Carnival of Souls”) and 
they aren't putting marketing over music ('98's comic book/3- 
D themed “Psycho Circus"). Instead almost every song on 
this record is a triumphant rock anthem, with half climaxing 
in chants. The material sounds fun to play (KISS cover bands 
should be delighted), and were clearly written for the 
pyrotechnic-powered live arena. The lyrics are profoundly un- 
profound, a glorious goulash of mixed metaphors (“this is 
Russian Roulette...the deck is loaded”), stock rock phrases 
(“let your backbone slip,” “out on the street”) and the classic 
rock equivalents of moon/June rhymes ( “desire/fire,” 
“streev/heat,” “knees/please”). Gene Simmons sings tune after 
tune about being an arrogant sexual beast, and Paul Stanley 
(who produced and wrote most songs) unleashes numerous 
bombastic hymns about living a glorious rock 'n' roll lifestyle. 
Most impressive is that, despite being unquestionably 
pandering, horny, and simplistic, this is utterly truthful. 
Simmons is genuinely lustful and egocentric, and when 
Stanley sings, “Let me hear you say 'YEAH™ he wants to you 
hear you say YEAH from the bottom of his hirsute heart. The 
Dylans and Radioheads may be more artful, but they've never 
been this honest. A classy development on this record is the 
elevation of the new guys. Drummer Eric Singer and guitarist 
Tommy Thayer earned their greasepaint by filling in over the 
years in the studio and onstage when original members Peter 
Criss and Ace Frehley made themselves unavailable (Singer 
also served time in the 90s after Criss' original replacement, 
Eric Carr, died of cancer). Though both are wearing their 
predecessors costumes and makeup, efforts are made to 
spotlight them as individuals, including having the current 
lineup re-record their hits for a Japanese CD (included as a 
bonus disc), eschewing vintage photos so that their faces 
appear in all publicity (including on tiny KISS M&Ms), and 
most significantly, giving them vocal solos. While this won't 
make fans forget their predecessors (especially because 
Singer's raspy voice recalls Criss', and Thayer's “When 
Lightning Strikes" mirrors Frehley's signature “Shock Me”), 
they tum in solid performances. Also, their instrumental 
contributions, crunchy solos and subdued drum fills, make 
the album feel both classic and undated. If there's any nod to 
contemporary pop on this album it's Simmons variation on 
Fergie's “London Bridge"/"My Humps” practice of putting a 
bunch of common euphemisms together until you're not sure 
what the hell's going on. On “Yes I Know” the Family 
Jeweler croons, “Is it heads or tails tonighVYou can't bring 
this boy to his needs/I guess I'm guilty baby, if you please/If 
I'm going down in flames, baby I'm going in style.” As best I 
can figure, he either engaged in coerced reciprocal 
cunnilingus, or he followed up anal with some elegant 
immolation. Then again, maybe Simmons pioneered this 
technique. KISS fans have been trying to figure out what a 
“Deuce” is since 1974, 


Kit “Invocation” (Upset the Rhythm) Strange soundtracks for 
the happiest, yet consistently scariest, monster movie ever 
made, Bubbling. melodic. experimental jingles are the new 
punk rock. 


Krum Bums “Same Old Story” (TKO) Why is this not the 
same old 77 Punk with 80s crossover guitar seasoning? 
Because the singer sounds like a demonic Sylvester (decide 
yourself if | mean the cartoon cat or the gay disco superstar). 


K-X-P (Smalltown Superstar) Kontains Xquisite Pounding! 


Lab Partners "moonlight music" (Pravda) Whatever lab 
they're partnering in must be making anti-meth because this is 
some majestically mellow, high falutin’, bliss core! 

Lachi (Fanatic) 1 don't much go for singer-songwriter stuff in 
general, but I have to say this stands out a because Lachi 
really has striking humanity in her singing voice. That is to 
say, it feels like a human being is in the same room with you, 
really earnestly talking to you when she sings. So that's 
something, huh? 


Elaine Lachica "I Think I Can See the Ocean" (Stunning 
Models on Display) LaSWEET¢a! 


Landlord "Lifers" (Bakery OUTLET) LandLORD HAVE 
MERCY! Cerebral garage rock for people who get smarter 
when they get drunk on PBR, 


Richard Lann “Can't Retrieve Chat History” (richardlann. =) 
I think this guy might be sad. When I say “awwww.. 
actually mean that sincerely. 





The Laureates “No Kontrol” (www laurettesmusic.com) The 
LaureBESTs! 


Richard Laviolette and the Oil Spills “All of you Raw 
Materials”(www .myspace.com/richardlavioletteandtheoilspill 
s) Not sure if it's good or terrible luck to have an oil spill- 
named band in action when the worst ever oil spill (or spurt, I 
suppose) goes down. It may help that this mellow, pleasant 
American old timey music is completely un-oily. 

Lazer Crystal "MCMLXXX" (Thrill Jockey) It's hard 
enough to program my robot servants to do my chores, grunt 
work, and bidding without them fucking all time time like 
microcephalic cyber-bunnies. But now that they've 
downloaded the brilliant bleep bloopery of this 23rd Century 
robotic marital aid music it's all over. I don't even want to 
know what all that WD-40 is for. Note: I realize 23rd Century 
and "MCMLXXX" seem to contradict, but in this case 1,980 
refers not to a year but to a popular position in the Robot 
Kama Sutra. Although Asimov only came up with three robot 
laws, he was a lot more creative in his erotica). 


Leatherface “The Stormy Petrel” (No Idea Records) I'm not 
embarrassed to say that I'm actually a sucker for that old- 
school emo sound. OK, I’m sort of embarrassed to be that 
kind of a sucker for such music, which is nicely updated on 
this release. These guys have been around since the late ‘80s, 
so they are theoretically updating themselves...and you can 
really hurt your neck doing that. Hats off to them for sticking 
it out, if you know what | mean 


Treasa Levasseur “Low Fidelity” (tressalevasseur.com) With 
a voice that recalls Carole King and a sensibility that recalls 
Candye Kane, this is some exquisitely recorded R&B meets 
singer-songwriter stuff that will groove you...deeply. 


Liberty Leg “Ginger Lee” (wrecked-em.com) Sounds like 
someone tried to play Big Bill Broonzy and Devo records at 
the same time. 


Librarians “PresentPast” (postfact.com) Dewey recommend 
you check out these fine arty pop perfections? Due we ever! 
Hear for your shelf, these Librarians are the shhhhhhhhit! 


Light Polution “Apparitions” (carpark) Subtle psychedelia 
that made me anxiously mellow. Should be called Heavy 
Solution, because this will solve your problems, brother 


Like Bells “palma” (Exit Stencil) Like Pills...sleeping pills! 
That make you have angel dreams, 


Lille “Tall Shoulders” (Whale Heart) Better than Lille Bow 
Wow and Lille Kim, this magically melancholy mandolin 
manipulator will make your heart Grinch-grow. 


Limiananas "I'm dead" b/w "“Migas 2000" (Hozac) 
Limianana, Limianana Hey!He-e-e-y!...HELLO! Pardon the 
tribute to retiring White Sox organist Nancy Faust, but this 
slinky Franco- phonic reverb garage seduction actually 
moistened me to the point where I feel like I got to third base. 
(Or to put in Terms de France, first stage). 


Little Tybee “Building A Bomb” (myspace.com/littletybee) 
This mellow music box-soundtrack band should change their 
name to "Little Tae Bo”...because they kick ass...a little. 


Lotus Effect “Rabbits & Royalty” (lotuseffectmusic.com) 
Crunchy guitars, heavy sounds, unusual vocals and complex, 
alternative rock compositions add up to a formula that could 
hit it big. The effect I got was that it made me take the lotus 
position and thrash around spiritually . 


The Lovely Eggs “If You Were Fruit” (HHBTM) This 
mystical band somehow mediates total adorableness with 
some kind of strange energy that makes lyrics like "coo coo 
OO COO COO COO Coo Coo Coo coo I like birds but I like other 
animals too" seem more profound than Dylan's ph.D. thesis 
on Leonard Cohen's poetry. The best songs sound like Moe 
Tucker teaming up with that crazy one man band busker on 
the corner to create a Shonen Knife cover band without either 
of them having ever heard Shonen Knife. 





Lullwater “Forest for the Trees” (www lullwatermusic.com) 
If I was lost in a desert and dying of thirst I would not partake 
of this particular flavor of H20. 


Luster “Run From Dogs” (lusterofficial.com) I the-opposite- 
of-lust for this music. 


Mad Caddies (Fat)"Consentual Selections" (Fat) If you told 
me that a greatest hits compilation by a 90s California ska 
band would convince me of anything other than that all my 
prejudices against such groups were well founded I would 
have scoffed. But hearing fifteen years worth of the Mad 
Caddies is to hear a group that didn't limit themselves to ska 
conventions, incorporating actual reggae, klezmer, 40s jazz, 
and rock, the band does what too few ska bands do...they 
figure out that if they have the fucking brass anyways, why 
not figure out something interesting to do with it. Obviously 
my favorite song here is a Spike Jones-esque tune about 
monkeys called "Monkeys," but even some of the non-primate 








cuts here are charming. 


Mad Sin "Burn and Rise" (peoplelikeyourecrods) Amazing 
psychobilly pushed so far beyond the speed limit it becomes 
something else...sure as hell not Nascar-billy, but some kind 
of evil street racing equivalent. 


Mike Maimone “Pretty Pictures” (mikemaimone.com) You 
may moan with pleasure listening to Maimone's treasures! 
Opening and closing with wild tracks that are way more rock 
and pop than his piano man full length, this is an exciting 
record by someone to watch out for and enjoy before he sells 
out and starts writing songs for Disney cartoons in 2023. 
Because he is Randy Newman good. But not Randy Newman 
Toy Story 2 bad. 


Makeouts “In A Strange Land” (KevinBarberMusic.com) 
This barber knows more than one haircut! Unlike many of his 
pompadoured rockabilly brethren stuck in retro-land, 
Brooklyn Hillbilly makes refreshingly contemporary, breezy 
roots music that worth more than the 2 bits one generally pays 
for a shave and a haircut. 


Manicorn (myspce.com/manicornmusic) Candy-like chaos 
that crumbles, constructs and caterwauls with beautiful 
energy. Made me feel good in my man com. 


Mark Mansfield “It Happened One Evening” (Lucid Veil) 
Mark is the man! Dramatic story songs, or story-like songs 
with madrigal like singing and sax or harmony or keyboard 
flourishes that make this fall somewhere between lo-fi Phil 
Spector drama and outsider art. 


Marbin (marbin) The original motion picture soundtrack to 
the first Disney snuff film! (this is the score, not the pop 
soundtrack, obviously Randy Newman and Peabo Bryson 
would record that) 


The Marked Men “Fim My Brian” (Dirtnap) Reissue of a 
relatively recent record by these Texas punks (or punk Texans 
if you prefer) who I thought were the last Rip Off Records 
band, but who were apparently not. Can't really think of 
much else to say, as they are good enough as a band, but kind 
of leave me cold. However, I just found an unrelated 
(presumedly) website called markedmen.net where you can 
hire dudes dressed like the Johnny Depp pirate movie 
characters to swoop into parties, weddings and corporate 
events and take over with pirate mayhem. I digress, I know, 
but basically I love Dirtnap and would love this band to be 
their Nirvana (or George Thorogood, for you Rounder fans), 
but I just don't fee! it. But buy this anyhow. 


Marshmallow Staircase “Terror De Lune” (Summersteps) If 
you're not sure whether to go with a lost in space theme or a 
haunted house theme or a dose-the-punchbowl theme for your 
next birthday party, but you can only afford one record to play 
at the party, your problems are solved! You could also just put 
some headphones on and listen to this in the dark...but you 
will lose your mind!!! In other words: awesome. (I guess I 
should have said "In other word") 


The Mary Dream "this kind of life" (SuperUniverse) The 
Dreary Meme. 


Mass Shivers “Torrid Sex in East Berlin” b/w “Tickled on 
Poppers” (massshivers.com) Despite this power trio releasing 
a brilliant record that's got hints of prog, Beefheart, hypno- 
rock, Stoner, post-rock, and fifty other things that usually 
don’t make you dance, the killer drum poundings and giganto 
riffs put my rear in gear, thus, suggesting a more appropriate 
band name might be Ass Quivers. 

Mark Matos & Os Beaches (PFR) Mark FLATos. 


‘The Maybenauts “big bang” (Horse Drawn) My fave local 
band delivers the rock, or at least a few tasty slices of it on 
this 5 song ep. Though these cuts, as exquisitely recorded as 
they are, don’t quite capture the band’s live energy, the power 
of Leilani’s voice or Vee’s guitar wailing, “Girl Fight” is as 
solid a serving of kickass as you can expect. Though the 
cartoon cover is cute, I have to say I’m surprised how lo-fi the 
design on this CD is — this seems like such an ambitious, 
talented act I expected to be blown away by the art when they 
finally released something. But forget visuals (which is hard 
to do when the band has a panda in it), this still banged pretty 
bangingly and big! 


Hamper McBee of Monteagle, Tennessee "The Good Old 
Fashioned Way" (Drag City) Lomax-ed out country and 
English ballad-type music recording meets WPA oral history 
project meets your dream uncle. In addition to having a name 
too fake to be fake, McBeehas a resonant voice that's too 
hypnotic to become monotonous, even when he sues a 
monotone or talks and talks and talks. He could be lying, he 
could be truthing, but botoom line, your Modest Mouse CD 
ain't gonna give you tips on running a still, break down the 


mental manipulations of carny hustling or tell a long story that 
climaxes with a masturbating monkey driving a little car. 
































WANNA > 
LISTEN RATHER 
To HEAR 
“PEARL “OYSTER 
gam"? JELLY”, 


Jesse McReynolds & Friends "Songs of the Grateful Dead" 
(Woodstock) McReynolds is a super legend of country and 
western music. Jim and Jesse were Opry mainstays since the 
early 60s (their career going back a decade earlier) and Jim 
McReynolds death in the early 2000s was one of C&W's true 
"Who's Gonna Fill Their Shoes" moments. Thankfully brother 
Jesse not only can still play mandolin with grace and style, 
but his voice is intact, enhanced by time rather than withered, 
and he sounds great on the new album. I am not enough of a 
Dead devotee to judge this collection by those standards, and 
to be honest, I'm not sure all of these songs float my boat. But 
this is a great argument for Jerry Garcia and Robert Hunter as 
a solid Americana songwriters, as most of these songs - 
especially "Standing on the Moon” and "Loser" - sound 
fantastic in these arrangements. David Nelson, Stu Allen and 
others collaborate on this, and best yet, McReynolds and 
Hunter collaborate to write a new tune, "Day by Day" (don't 
worry, no Godspell makeup is donned for this mellow 
bluegrass song), my fave track on the CD. 


John McVey “Unpredictable” (johnmevey.com) This rootsy 
songwriter showcase is way better than the new albums by 
Steve E. Nix, Mik Fleetwould and Lynn Tse Buckinhand. 


Mean Jeans “Are You Serious" (Dirtnap) The press release 
for this album had the nerve to compare it to Screeching 
Weasel and the Queers, two groups who completely copied 
the Ramones yet managed to do it so poorly and soul-lessly 
that they sucked all joy out of the joyfull-est band ever (that is 
joyful-est, after you subtract all the drugs, depression, 
violence and Republicanism). What makes Mean Jeans magic 
is that they get it; their absolutely blatant Ramones ripoff 
music is completely in the absurd spirit of the Rock n Roll 
high schoolers. I'd go as far as to say they are basically 
making demos of songs that the Ramones’ ghosts to consider 
recording (hell, Marky still might!). Songs about slime and 
rats and parties and space and pogo-ing and singing like Joey 
Ramone's clone make me keen on Mean Jeans! 

Medication “This Town” (Hozac) Despite sounding like a 
codeine-addled sleepwalker playing and recording on thrift 
store gear and in a "bedroom" with both a cavernous ceiling 
and rubber walls, this jolting album manages to explode with 
palpable sorrow, raw emotion, and earnest strangeness. So 
here's the equation: sleepwalker + explosion = 
somnamballistic! 


Medications "Completely Removed" (Dischord) Let's run 
down this record's medications. The drumming needs meds 
for irregular heart beat, the guitar playing has a rare case of 
African high life happy pop syndrome, and the singing and 
the songwriting ARE the medications for depression! 


Mehran “Angels of Persepolis” (flamencoguitarplayer.co) 
Flamenco-tacular! Though dramatic and moving, it’s hard to 
tell how these songs relate to Iranian history and culture 
outside of the titles. But it sounds great. 


Mermen “In God We Trust" (KMA) The longer compositions 
on this record can get a tad jammy (and not in the delicious 
‘Smuckers way), but there are always parts that remind me of 
the late, great Raybeats (which can be tastier than Smuckers). 
Psychedelic surf instrumentals with cowboy undertones and a 
touch of Morricone is good stuff, I just would have been a bit 
stronger with some with editing. 


Messthetics #107 DJY. 78-81 London III 
(www.hyped2death.com) This may not be the best volume in 
this collection of Euro-post punk obscurities, but it once again 


makes collectors of American Killed By Death/or hardcore 
rarities seem like mentally retarded monkeys compared to 
their Brit undergorunders who seem incapable of making even 
their rawest diy. punk be anything less than cerebral, 
challenging, and genuinely weird. My fave groove on here is 
the Twilight Zoners’ No Wave-ish “Twister, but I'm most 
impressed by the most rhythmically challenging roller skating 
song ever made (done by the delightfully named Jelly 
Babies). There are a few things that are a bit too pretty for my 
tastes (Avacados, Steppes) but there are also some 
barnburners on this, particularly the stuttering grit of Occult 
Chemistry’s “Water.” I cant think of any reason you would 
not want every one of these compilations that comes out. 


Metaform “The Electric Mist (metaformonline.com) There's 
no Electro mystery here, "Electric Mist" is Electro Gold! 


Augie Meyers "Country" (EI Sendero Records) Like the title 
sez, Bub. The King of the hair-singin’ Vox Continental organ 
returns with a down to earth Country sound that never strays 
too far from the Tex-Mex sounds he put out with The Sir 
Douglas Quintet and The Texas Tornados (who've Recently 
reformed, with Doug Sahm's son, Shawn, and Conjunto 
legend, Flaco Jiminez sharing center stage with Augie). 
“Sometimes,” the opening appetizer (you get red sauce AND 
green sauce with that) contains enough Stonesy Country 
guitar licks, plus a classic SDQ-style keyboard solo. "Hey 
Sarita” is one of those simple joys of romance numbers 
Meyers has always excelled at (not unlike "Bailando" by The 
Texas Tornados). Come on, you've got to love a song about 
pitchin’ woo and burritos, too! With cheese! "There's a Good 
Chance For Romance" follows a similar path, but from a 
single guy's point of view. The Happy Go Lucky protagonist 
puts having a good time first. If he doesn’t hook up tonight, 
tomorrow's another night. "The Pain of Her Leaving,” and "I 
Cried My Last Cry" draw from the late 60s Country Rock 
sounds that you'd better believe Augie and Doug Sahm had a 
hand in creating, but geared toward the present day, even 
Light Beer gets a tear in it, now and then. BUT, there ain't no 
giant beer signs with pictures of Toby Keith or Liann Rhimes 
in Augie's Old School Honky Tonk World (actually, could 
you go out to the car and get some tools so we can pry that 
Liann Rhimes display from the wall?)..Just a hole in the wall 
with sawdust on the hardwood floor, where the beautiful 
strains of a fiddle and a steel guitar are locked in a soul-shake 
with Augie's Countrified Piano and rockin’ keyboard sound. It 
seems almost effortless. Brother, it ain't, but, that's the beauty 
of it. Meyers has made unpretentious, uncluttered music his 
stock in trade for nearly 50 years (or has he already passed 
that mark?). Other guys (or gals) can solo til their fingers turn 
to nubs, or TRY to make an ass out of George Jones,singing, 
BUT there's something they need to realize they're not. They 
ain't down home. Meyers’ delivery is far more user-friendly. It 
helps if you're already a pretty good sized fan of Traditional 
Country but, this collection should appeal to anyone who can 
get their mind around some good-natured, good timin' toons. 
Augie is a national treasure in whatever he does. "Country" is 
just another color in the musical palette. The green is the best, 
I think, but, try the red, too. 


Midas Fall "eleven. return and revert" 
(www .monotremerecords.com) Easy listening Evanesance. 


‘The Midwest Beat “At the Gates” I love trash rock, but at 
this point what really blows me away is when a 60s-inspired, 
non-psychedelic band eschews trashiness altogether and really 
delivers the goods! This is some British Invader (without fake 
accents), 60s pop, rave up faux blues magic! Should be called 
the Midwest Unbeatables! 


Mighty Tiger "Western Theater" (Paper Garden) If, like me, 
you're expecting this to be a Tygers of Pan Tang tribute band 
will be sorely disappointed. If (big if) you can get over that 
jolt, enjoy some perfect, pastoral, pleasant, puckish, plush, 
predictability-pummeling, — paying-no-mind-to-preciosness, 
posh, prolific pop. Alas, the only 'P” they lack..."Pan Tang.” 


The Migrant “Travels in Lowland” (Koda) MiGREAT! 


Ben Miller/degeneration “Eyelands Under Eyelid” (Gulcher) 
While this atmospheric ambient grey noise audio project on 
the one hand feels like you are an astronaut on a blissful space 
walk, it also has eerie, cinematic elements that put some crazy 
alien monster claws on the other hand, as it always seems like 
you are one jarring jumpcut away from being eviscerated. 


Jane Baxter Miller “harm among the willows” (Durga Disk) 
Though Jane's delightful pinched nasal twang at first brings to 
mind a rockabilly Urkel, as the songs kick with their 
thoroughly pleasing traditional tunes (Dwight Yoakum-style) 
lam ready to be her Tarzan 

Miss Li “Dancing the Whole Way Home” (Minty Fresh) I fell 
in love last CD spin and I’m dancing the whole way to the 


repeat button. Should change her name to “Hit Li,” because 
there are no misses in this pop-tacularserving of sugary 
Swede-ness. 


Mojomatics “Love Wild Fever” b/w some mostake, 
apparently (Big Neck)I guess I'm supposed to ignore the b- 
side, which the website claims is a different song that wasn't 
supposed to be on the record, even though it's pretty decent. 
But even considering this to be a one sided single. it still has 
an impressive back to buck ratio. A harmonica soaked garage 
blues rock barn burner, this fever made me sweat in 
embarrassing parts! Mojomatics spelled backwards is 
Scitamojom, and I think I also got some of that stuff staining 
my clothes as well, so I can't recommend this highly enough. 
Mondo Topless "Freaking Out" (Get Hip) This long-running 
Philly garage band pushes the garage envelope beyond the frat 
house/oldies show limitations, adding some Stoogey sounds, 
some mild psyche freak outs (obviously) and some covers that 
date from years when people had more CDs than 45s. 
Through it all, however, this record always keeps things kind 
of 60s-pure in an abstract way that should make all garage 
rocker ears pretty happy and keep the go go boots moving. 


Monkey Power Trio “Tearing Down the Parthenon” (PSMR) 
Every year five monkey friends get together and be a band for 
one day, and write and record some semi-improvised pop 
tunes they wrote that day with no previous writing or 
rehearsal. So this is the 14th day of the band’s existence, and 
the 14th year. Tehn, like their monkey house brothers, they 
fling stuff at the wall and see what sticks, then they release a 
record every year of the best (?) of the mess. This year's 
offering of flingings started off slow woth some sappy love 
stuff, but the b-sode was about a robot manster with telephone 
hands and a ends with a song that sounds like Daniel Johnston 
trying to start a Shoes cover band. And it rhymes Africa 
Sauce with Albatross. 


Moomaw "Animalia" (Gazebo) Maybe I'm just sleepy, but 
this may be the dreamiest dreamscape dream-tastic dream 
music ever dreamed! And it's pay what you want, so you can 
get this for only a million dollars...a bargain! 


Scott Morgan (Alive Naturalsound) Michigan R&B/rock 
howler Scott Morgan (whom Fred "Sonic" Smith 
rendezvoused with to form the Sonic Rendezvous Band 35 
years ago) does exactly what a bluesy rocker should do as he 
enters his hearty September years: he made a dignified, kick 
ass, solid blues record, with gritty production, great playing, 
and some tight originals thrown in with the Motown gold. 
Singing a couple songs about the South shows where his heart 
is with this, and his tune "Lucy May" will fool you into 
thinking it's a cover of a blues standard (it pays tribute, but 
trims seven months and 30 days off of Muddy's "She's 19 
Years Old"...which is still legal). This is great, Scott! 


Morningbell "Sincerely. Severely” (orange) Groovy, sunny, 
weirdo pop that made me happier than a drunk puppy. Not 
sure what any songs are about, but they mention the moon and 
aliens on one tune, and I'm down with that. 


Steve Morse & Sarah Spencer "Angelfire" (Radiant) Note to 
self: records with word "devil" = buy every time! Records 
with the word "angel" = not so much... 


Moscow Moscow Moscow "Fans of Stalin Show Your 
Bottom" ep (Eradicator) First of all, my copy of this is on the 
greatest color yellow vinyl I have ever seen in my life — it 
looks so good I can't believe I was able to play this before 
taking a bite out of it. Second of all, why yellow and not red 
for a Soviet-themed novelty new wave surf punk band...they 
were out of red? Or are these Indianans (/ know they prefer to 
be called Native Americians) flipping the script and shifting 
the parameters? Not sure, but I am sure of one thing -- this is 
funnier than Yakov Smirnof in drag! 


Movie Star Junkies “A Poison Tree” (Voodoo Rhythm) 
Movie because they are melodramatic, Star because they are 
out of this world, and Junkies because this music is skinny, 
smelly, and pee-covered...in a sexy way. 


Mr. Russia "Boys Keep Swinging" 7" “Trainig for the 
Game Show Host” (Lens) Their 45 is a part | and 2 classic 
No-Wave meets Bauhaus meets Patrick Cowley's "Menergy” 
meets Jayne County's elocution coach. This ominous update 
of the Fast's "Boys Will Be Boys" declares Mr. R to be one of 
Chicago's best combo's working today. Boys always work it 
out, indeed! As far as the full length: I normally don't dig talk- 
singing, but if it the grooves are creepy and ominous enough 
you can talk-sing all you like! This hellacious haunted house 
soundtrack is the kind of funky that will give you an infection 
somewhere private, and you'll be glad you got a souvenir. 


Mudhoney "Live at El Sol" (Munster) I assume this is the 
same show as the DVD Munster released a little while back, 


and while that was good I can understand why they released 
this as a CD because this blazing glorious shitstorm of a set 
sounds so much more intense and powerful without the video 
camera stealing a little of the soul. This sounds like they are 
playing inside a cement mixer...and you're in the cement! 


The Mullens “It’s Hard to Imagine...” (Get Hip) If I was a 
proto-punk Viking this music would send me to Mul-halla! 
Opens with the all time first ever power pop punk girl's name 
song...to last five minutes! 


Billy Mumy "Glorious in Defeat" (GRA) Though Mumy's 
musical legacy sort of hinges on his Barnes and Barnes 
"novelty" work, the surreal "Fish Heads" wasn't really novel 
or comic so much as it was strange and special, so there's no 
reason to be surprised to hear him making serious, almost 
eerie blues music. It's also not a contradiction that a former 
child actor would make triumphantly sad, moody music -- not 
only do we hear about another child star figuratively singing 
the blues every day, but Mumy’s kid roles always had him 
acting like a pretty serious person, not a goofy tyke. That 
aside, this record has powerful subtlety (or maybe quiet power 
is a better way to say that) and Mumy's voice is raw, 
controlled and evocative. 1 want my Mumy! 


The Muzzler “Common Sense” (Cassette Deck) Sounds like 
a recording of the brutalest band you know being put through 
a woodchipper, played back at hyperspeed. 


Myelin Sheaths “Stackticon" ep (Bachelor) "Do the Mental 
Twist" ep (Hozac) She'l eat my shin! (worst anagram review 
ever!) This the Sheat! Not sure exactly what kind of atoms are 
combining to create this new number in the Periodic Table of 
the Trash Rock Elements, but I know that you can make both 
drugs and bombs out of it. 


My Life in Black and White "Hold the Line” (Castaway 
Records) Yee-haw! Sure it’s basic cowpunk (with nicely 
gravelly vocals) and doesn’t rope every steer on the ballads, 
but on the faster tunes this really brands my steers. If you 
have a hankerin’ for fist-pumping during your do-si-dos, this 
do-si-does the trick! 


My Life With Thrill Kill Kult "Sinister Whisperz - The Wax 
Trax Years (1987-1991)" (MVD) A MLWTKK compilation 
in a strange, tasty fish because hearing these tracks bunched 
up it's hard to believe this is a real -- it feels more like a 
parody of something, or a comedy project. Obviously, being 
Wax Trax/Al Jourgensen connected in the mid-80s these cats 
couldn't be parodying Industrial Music because they were 
basically getting in on the ground floor - how can you parody 
something that doesn't exist yet? But with their absurdist 
Satanism (impersonating Kingfish from Amos 'n' Andy saying 
"Oh Lucifer" does not exactly make you as scary as Slayer), 
stringing together of silly movie samples (done so to belittle 
Our Lord on the classic "Kooler than Jesus"), and going balls 
to the wall with ridiculous excess (like the orgasm/torture 
screams/"I Live For Drugs" mantra on ‘Daisy Chain for 
Satan"). I remember hearing this stuff in clubs and juice bars 
so obviously this was functional dance music and not novelty 
rock meant for the Dr. Demento show, but I can't think of 
another band that rose to the (modest) heights of the top of a 
(sub)genre that seemed to be completely making fun of the 
music and attitudes and audience the whole time. Or maybe 
they thought the audience was smart enough to dig the jokes. 
My recollection is that most of them were not. Pick this up 
and you will love and laugh...or I'm wrong and you will 
become a hedonist, drug addict Satan worshipper. 


My Silent Bravery “Are You Prepared” (MWS) 
Wow...sounds exactly like you'd think a band called "My 
Silent Bravery" would sound. 


Naked Raygun "Growing Away" b/w "Just For Me" (Riot 
Fest) Two solid songs from these Chicago vets. Basically, 
considering the breadth and lineup changes reflected in the 
bands recorded work I can pretty much guarantee fans that 
this won't be your favorite thing they've ever done but you'll 
like it way more than your least favorite NR record (fill in the 
blanks with record titles depending on your age, inclinations, 
and loyalty to Santiago Durango). Never a hardcore band, 
Naked Rygun 2010 is clearly not going to regress from the 
melodic Buzzcocksian punk they honed over the years, so 
what you get are two aggressively catchy songs, with 
"Growing Away" being one of those tunes that if you listen to 
it three times it will be in your brain forever. Jeff's voice is 
strikingly imperfect in ways that one could argue is more vital 
sounding than in his youthful days. "Just For Me" isn't as 
strong, but I like some of the parts, though it sort of has a 
weird 80s new wave vibe. Overall, this is the rare 7” that you 
might actually play a few times, so Chicago's post-punk top 
dogs are still biting. 


Names of Stars (myspace.com/namesofstars) I guess they 


yearn, or something 


Nervous Dogs "Great Doors" EP (Bakery Outlet) Oi!- 
adjacent pub punk that drives, barks, and bounces. Yet in no 
way resembles a circus poodle who does the same things. 
These dogs sound like the only thing they'd be nervous about 
is over-whooping your ass. 


David Newbould “Live From Austin (davidnewbould.com) 
More bold than new, like many Austin-ites David appreciates 
the route of the roots, and knows solid old time songwriting 
will get you there faster than taking the trendy highway. 


New London Fire “Happiness Through Radio and Wires (Air 
and Sea Battle) This ambitious record recreates the rich 
harmonies of fifties vocals groups, and groups like the Beach 
Boys who were influenced by the doo wop era, it tries to 
capture the songwriting sensibilities of the 60s pop craftsmen, 
and it taps into the fun and discovery of music that most of 
today’s frumpily dressed indie mopes forgot about. But it's not 
a retro nostalgia fest, or a Billy Joel tribute to doo wop, or a 
Broadway jukebox musical. The lead singer's voice, 
especially when contrasted with Beach Boys or doo wop 
harmonies behind him, is a contemporary one, and the lyrics 
at times keep it way more "real" than those from the era they 
are nodding towards (except for the water park song, which is 
really just about having fun at the waterpark). Though there's 
little London on this record, plenty is new and on fire. 


New Lou Reeds “Hit Songs” (Exit Stencil) This rocks so hard 
it made me change my major to geology. Plus, any record that 
contains one of those singing rock n roll history lessons (one 
with the chutzpah to put the band performing it squarely into 
rock history, no less) gets four boulders from this rock- 
ologist! 


New Model Army “Today is the Day” (Attack Attack) Who 
doesn’t have respect for NMA? Being idealistic and fearless 
since the days of the Falkland War, explosively dynamic in 
their post punk, and as catchy as a pub Oi band, it’s easy to 
join their regiment. Although this opens as if it’s going to be a 
concept album about the financial crisis, it's actually a lot 
more diverse than that, as NMA apply their dire, edge of your 
seat approach to songs that seem to be about the personal, the 
redemptive, and the soulful as well as the social and political. 
And you gotta love making a punk song about mambo. 


NOFX "The Longest EP" (Fat) This rarities collection by this 
funny, ridiculously influential, and amazingly resilient band 
features neither their funniest nor best tracks. Though I do like 
the artwork and design on this CD this would be a worse 
introduction to the band than their reality show, which is a 
sorry state. Imagine if Bobby Brown, Poison, Ozzy, or 
Shaquille O'Neal were better represented musically by their 
reality show than by a compilation album? I'm taking this off 
the tumtable and putting on The Best of Shaquille O'Neal 
right now (which of course was a flawed album because it 
was released before "You Can't Stop the Reign.” And because 
El Hefe doesn't guest rap on it). 





Noman "broadcast" (woodbridge) Go man! Low key, high 
impact anthems that no dude or lady won't dig! 


Oblivion “Lotus” w/ My Jar” (Oblivion) Pleasantly off-kilter, 
slightly askew, oddly shaped guitar punk/rock -- they should 
call themselves Oblong-vion! 


The Offbeat “inlovefield” (www.theoffbeat.co.uk) Though 
this somehow qualifies as some kind of alternative, John Peel- 
would dig, arty, post punk serious music, it has so many 
elements of poppy 60s goofy American garage (including 
hooks, jangly rhythms, girls names, and non-arty beach Boys 
pop influences) that if the band was called The Offbeats and 
had Beatles bowl cuts I'd be OK with that. 


Of Montreal/James Husband split 7” (HHBTM) Of 
Montreal deliver a track in the horny Prince mode, or should I 
say in the mode of "Victor," Prince's dark alter ego. Be wary, 
boys and girls! But no such warning needed for the aptly 
named Husband..this guy is marrying material! Like 
Prince/Victor, this lush pop charmer seems to have a 
doppleganger in the flipside band (not Kevin Bares, but Of 
Montreal's multi-instrumentalist James Huggins), and maybe 
the fact that this lovely tune mentions a dead dog should have 
hinted at a touch of menace. 


Old Growth “Under The Sun” (Bakery Outlet Records) 
Portland, OR is home to a lot of very cool music these days, 
and this band qualifies to be put in that home. It’s a potent 
blend of garage/psych and straight ahead old school punk 
rock, with just enough roots tendencies to keep it from 
sounding generic. In fact, label it Americana Crustcore! 
Meaning it's punk, political, kind of radical, serious as hell, 
the music is driving and invigorating..and there's a 
harmonica. That's the Americana part. 





Old Growth/12XU split s (Bakery Outlet) Considering that 
all split 7" records are actually battles of the bands I am proud 
to let the Stars and Bars fly proud, for though France's 12XU 
had some fine moments (and great bottom-heavy drumming) 
their post-punk indie vibe is already dated, despite their 
excellent French cries of something or another. However, the 
OGs pummel the pommes-frites eaters with brutal howls and 
punishing punk that is as timeless as it is tough. 


One Happy Island (Oddbox) This ukulele-core twee-o (that's 
a twee-ish band with three members...though they actually 
had four members when we had them on Chic-A-Go-Go, but 
twee-uartet doesn't make sense) redefines charming! This 
band is so adorable they are actually badass, like vicious gang 
members would be intimidated by their adorableness. Should 
change their name to One Unfuckingbelievably Happy Island, 
because they make you feel that good. 


Ortolan "Time on a String," "ORTOLAN" EP (Sounds 
Familyre) AbLov! That's short for "Absolutely lovely!" 
Special sweet sounds sparkle splendidly as these ladies do 
everything in their power to give New Jersey a good name. 
You will want to buy this CD chocolates and a valentine. But 
if you download it, don't put the chocolates in the optical 
drive slot. Trust me. 


OTEP “Smash the Control Machine” (Victory) (Victory) This 
could be worse. 


Outer Minds "Bloodshot Eyes” ep (Hozac)We're outta our 
minds for this rough hewn but super sharp 60s-style, 
harmony-havin', garage psyche grooviness. Any band that can 
sound like the Yardbirds and Partridge Family on the same 
song have my vote...they should run for Mayor of Chicago! 


Outrageous Cherry “seemingy — solid _ ether” 
(Alivenaturalsound) This is like being in one of those kids’ 
birthday party bounce houses, except it's filled with ether. 
Don't operate motor vehicles while under the influence of this 
amazing psyche pop. 


Ozzie "The Parabolic Rock” (S-S) I've long considered S.S. 
one of my favorite labels, and I pity anyone who has written it 
off because the releases seem too off-kilter or because they 
thought it was a Nazi-themed (S.S. is actually the owner's 
initials, though maybe he shoulda thrown in a middle initial 
for non-Nazi's sake, just like fans of strikeout pitchers like 
Roger Clemens should never have started displaying 
cumulative "K" placards until the 4th strikeout). What makes 
the label so amazing is that it doesn't seem to distinguish 
between ridiculously obscure bizzaro art punk damage music 
acts from the dusty past and contemporary bands that seem to 
be headed down that path (like A-Frames and Wounded 
Lion). No record they've ever released, however, showcases 
the label's strength’s like this one. Ozzie was a local band (the 
label and band are from Sacramento, CA), or rather a few 
loose bands. Scott S. found their amazing "Android Love" 
single from '77, and decided to try to reissue it like he had 
done with similar ridiculously rare and unloved and 
unappreciated records. Anyone listening to this would want to 
spread its gospel: it's a goofy yet jarring bar rock meets proto- 
New Wave with power pop meets some kind of stumbly mess 
There's a ridiculous hazy guitar solo, and some Zolar X space 
glam vocal things and some other weird stuff. It is something 
that needs to be heard. But as Scott explains in the exhaustive 
liner notes, upon tracking down band members he learns that 
they have a cornucopia of lost recordings, and while none are 
as good as "Android Love,” the 23 tracks that make up this 
double LP are so diverse and disjointed and great that the 
instinct to want to share them would be universal. But only a 
label with a mission like S-S's would actually do it! 
Psychedelic songs about organic gardens mingle with novelty 
songs making fun of Nazis and punk rockers, earnest pop 
songs about the beach meet a non-novelty tribute to Jack 
Ruby, and a mindblower called "Cookies Rundgren,” that 
may actually be about cookies and Rundgren. There's 
theatrical rock opera music, futuristic audio emanations, 
goofy pop, and lots (and lots) of bar band boogie rock. Some 
of this may not be exactly the stuff a label that puts out avant 
garde punk should be devoting its resources to, but S-S isn't 
scared of boogie rock if it makes a grander point about 
creativity, perseverance, and people who make music for 
themselves regardless of how the world receives it. The well 
researched liner notes here are as exhaustive, making the 
fractured narrative of this band as interesting as the notes in 
any Norton record. As Chicago's most famous Ozzie (Ozzie 
Guillen of the White Sox) might say. "This fucking shit is 
fucking great!" 

Pack A.D. “We Kill Computers” (Mint) Goddamn it's bluesy 
in here! But not bluesy like the Rolling Stones or Led 
Zeppelin fetishizing old black dudes while not really 


respecting them. This is its own thing, cliche free, not always 
sounding like typical blues, and always steamrolling. There 
are a lot of drum and guitar duos out there these days (they 
seemed to start forming before the recession made a small 
band seem more practical, but it sure was convenient) but I 
can't think of any that sound bigger and badder than this 
carrion chomping Canadian snowbirds. Best yet, they always 
get better, this album leaves the last mighty effort in the dust. 


Painted Hills (Bird Song) Looking at the notes I took while 
listening to this I am resigned to not even try to make them 
make sense or put them into sentence form. See if this is 
cryptic enough for ya: "haunting, but haunting like friendly 
ghost -- more optimistic ghost than Casper -- Athens, GA 
meets Sgt. Pepper...or does it. sombrero.” In fairness to the 
band, my handwriting is a little messy and I may have written 
“sombrely" there, but i don’t think that's a word. 


Parasites “Solitary (Kid Tested) You know how it's cool for 
little kids to just be wearing shorts, then as you get to college 
just douche-y guys are always wearing shorts, then middle 
aged guys in shorts seem fucking ridiculous, then when you 
see old-assed men in big plaid shorts it's cool again. That's 
how I'm feeling about cookie-cutter pop punk. Obviously no 
one over 16 should be playing this or thinking it’s cool. But 
then sometimes you hear a band that you saw playing it a 
million years ago and bizarrely they sound exactly the same 
as the did "back in the day” and somehow it's endearing. 
Parasites literally don't sound any different than ever. There 
might not be any 80s members left for all I know, but this is 
an uncannily youthful sounding band and I'm willing to give 
them a pop punk pass...they are the bermuda shorts of bands! 


Parlour Steps “The Hidden Names” (NMR) There's such a 
thing as being too pleasant. 


Past Lives "Tapestry of Webs" (Suicide Squeeze) Eerie rock 
that utilizes contemporary math-ish arrangements, primitive 
chant vibe and outer space future grooves. So basically this 
would be the best thing to have on your ipod while riding Bill 
and Ted's time machine. 


People Eating People (The Control Group) First of all, T 
would have named the group Purple People Eating People (a 
second purple would have been overkill). Second, if Brecht- 
ian cabaret meets Beach Boys pop music isn't the next big 
thing I'll eat my hat. Or my head. 


The People's Temple "Make You Understand" ep (Hozac) If 
you hear a record of psychedelic music that is so good it 
makes you want to fuck it do you know what that makes you? 
A psychophiliac! 


The Perennials “My Side of the Mountain” (Eradicator) This 
group eams its name because the songs could be from the 60s, 
70s or 80s (and thank god not the 90s). Although my doctor 
normally tells me to keep my distance from things that are 
nasal and infectious, I will avoid his voice when it concerns 
this raw, jangly, punked-out pop Hoosier treasure. 


Persona “Philadelphia Apartment Scene” (persona) Should 
change their name to PerFECTa! Mischievous ultra catchy 
rock that made my shoes cruise! 


Pinata Protest “Plethora” (saustex) The reason I love 
listening to Mexican American radio (and actual Mexican 
radio when I'm in San Diego) is that you hear bouncy 
accordion oompah music with sing-song singing and folksy 
aesthetics...and it's actual American Top 40 music that 
teenagers like! That astounds and thrills me, and despite my 
Spanish being piss poor I listen for hours and hours of this 
music every week. So hearing this youthful Texas band speed 
up Conjunto music and add a punk edge, while still keeping 
the groove and vibe, makes me super happy. Instead of 
protesting we should just send a copy of this to every voter in 
Arizona...it will either make them bang their heads and 
change their tune...or scare them away from the polls 


The Pinecones "Sage" (Just Friends) This collection of great 
psyche-ish 60s-style songs is like Sgt. Peppers...if there were 
four Ringos! 


The Pink Sexies "s/t" EP (Wrecked 'Em) There's a place in 
Rochester called Nick Tahou's that serves something called 
The Garbage Plate which I vaguely recall included a pile of 
potatoes, a hot dog, eggs, onions, and a slathered-on spicy 
beef sauce, all mixed together so it looks like a 2 pound pile 
of excrement, and tastes like mess-heaven. This band is the 
Garbage Plate of Trash Rock 


Pistol Whip "Terminal" (Smog Veil) I hear that when a 
classic Chicago punk band that shall remain nameless 
watched the DVD that accompanies this collection of rare 
tracks by Pistol Whip (an obscure Erie, PA-based, Chicago- 
haunting 1977-era punk band) they spent most of the time 





throwing up their hands in disbelief and at one point had to 
shut off the TV and walk away to compose themselves. It 
seems that despite the dozen original tracks (a reissue of their 
single, plus recordings they did in Chicago) this was primarily 
a cover band, and though they could draw a crowd in Chicago 
few survivors or students of the Chicago punk scene could 
even name them today. To be fair however, the documentary 
on the band is a no-budget, virtually no-footage (half of it is 
Ken Burns-style pans over show listings and band itineraries), 
tongue in cheek mock-umentary, their tales of debauchery 
obviously exaggerated for would-be comic effect, and their 
propensity for relying on cover songs betrayed by the set lists 
shown. But the DVD also includes the only live set filmed 
back in the 70s (a pretty ridiculous romp at an outdoor fest), 
plus reunion shows that are pretty solid, and most importantly 
in this band's defense, the song "Jooky MaGoo" is just as 
good as the title. It's a lucky thing they came to Chicago, as 
their Cleveland-recorded 1977 single is pretty by-the-numbers 
bar rock (in the documentary one guy mistakenly thinks a 
reviewer was favorably comparing one of it’s tracks to a KISS 
song, when the reviewer probably meant it was a direct ripoff 
of that song), but the Chicago recordings are pretty good 
lowbrow, funny Dictators-style obnoxious punk. They 
eventually renamed themselves something after relocating to 
Chicago, and if they had only waitied until after Blues 
Brothers came out they could have called themselves Orange 
Whip, in which case Chi-town punks would be sure to 
remember them today. 


The Pleasure Kills "Bring Me a Match" (Polypore) Pretty 
powerful Power Pop Punk pleasure packets percolating 
preciously...fuck it I'm out of p's. Basically this is new wave 
pop (more timeless than retro) with amazing vocals by the 
lovely Lidiot that make the Motels sound like the Fleabag 
Motels and Niki Corvette sound like Nikki Pinto! 


Plotz! “The Kid” (SNP) I ain't bakin’ at this Balkan klezmer 
metal gypsy punk spy music jazz rock imaginary OST making 
band! Made me want to plotz...and learn what "pajdushku" 
means (because I sure like to say it) 


Poison Control Center “Sad Sour Future” (Afternoon) This 
warmly, angular lush pop will make these dudes such big rock 
stars they're gonna have to change their name to Pus-say 
Control Center! 


Polkaholics "Wally! A Polka-Rock Opera" (Polkaholics 
Records) Chicago's Polkaholics have been destroying polka 
music in a loving way for well over a decade, and here they 
pay homage to one of their heroes (who I saw them be the 
back-up band for in 2000) Li'l Wally. If you're a thrift store 
junkie like me you might have a couple of Wally's records in 
your collection for those times when goofy but authentic 
polka music hits the spot. This CD doesn’t sound anything 
like its subject matter, but tells the story with some pretty 
well-crafted pop/punk songs delivered with a distinctive 3/4 
beat. Great fun for all ages! 


The Powerchords “More Than Me” b/w “Chemical Girl” 
(Bachelor) Either my turntable is running at 49 rpm or this is 
sublime pop punk record is performed by the snottiest, nasal- 
est band of the 21st Century. 


Prizzy Prizzy Please “Chroma Cannon” (Joyful Noise) "New 
Shoes” is the best song of the century not only about 
footwear, but about any piece of clothing imaginable! Best 
shoe song of any century (excluding Sugar Pie DeSanto's 
"Slip In Mules"). 


Prob Cause “Spring Cleaning” (probcause.com) When it 
comes to Chicago mixtapes, you can't get more Chicago than 
a dude shouting out to "Chicago Girls" in Sox hats and 
offering to explain lyrically why Kirk Hinrich shouldn't have 
been a starter for the Bulls. There's some pretty great 
production on this, especially on his anti-industry, pro-blog 
song, and on a cut with Psalm One guesting, but the pop rap 
about those Sox-hatted gals is the standout here, and if he 
wasn't down on the industry, might be the one that would get 
him calls. 


The Probe “You Know You Want It” (Rank Outsider) Probe- 
lematic. 


PROBLEMS. "Gotta Get Away” b/w "P.R.OB.LEM." 
(Tombstone) One is not supposed to describe something that 
rocks this apeshit crazy badass fuck all hard as this single with 
mere words so I offer instead this image: My head exploding, 
my brain falling out, a slow zoom closeup, and eventually 
revealed is my brain matte, transmogrified into broken guitar 
pedals, shattered beer bottles, dandruff, and drum stick 
splinters. 

Proud Simon “Anchors Aweigh" (proudsimon.com) 
Personally I would rather listen to an OCD eight-year old with 











grooving guitars make a superb space bed for a poppy space 
chill session. 

Son of the Sun "Happy Loss” (www.sonofthesunmusic.com) 
Most roots rock has some twang in their bang, and there's a 
certain sliver of indie rock with a bit of a little twangy bent 
(separate from country "twang"), but this group plucks the 
magic twanger right between those two twangs. Basically, 
they get some twotwang. 


Songs for Wiggleworms (Bloodshot) The Old Town School 
of Folk Music's kiddie music program recorded this a decade 
ago and it is what it is: actual children's songs played 
straightforward with no hipness or attitude or irony. | 
personally don't need to hear “Itsy Bitsy Spider" or "Hokey 
Pokey" again (well, maybe "Hokey Pokey") but if I court- 
ordered custody ever puts children in my home you can darn 
well believe they'll listen to this before | let those rhythm- 
ruining Wiggles or that slightly sinister Laurie Berkner into 
my spawn's earholes. 


Sonic Chicken 4 “Surf on a Plane” b/w “Crushed” (Trouble 
in Mind) You know how you sometimes bite into a piece of 
chicken and it's fucking delicious but then you see this freaky 
big nasty blue vein in the meat and you get sorta nauseated 
and don't know what to feel but you finish eating it anyway 
because it is awesome tasting. This is the sonic equivalent 


Sonoi (LTI) if you ever wondered what it sound like if you 
went to a band at some weird ambient jazz club located inside 
a ship built in a bottle by a weird sailor who took Island 
hallucinogens....then your sense of wonder will appreciate this 
album. Though it doesn't likely sound like that band. Though 
that band would have this CD on their tiny ipods. 


Soul-Junk “1960” (Sounds Familyre) | know this indie- 
Gospel record is something because God don't not make no 
Soul-Junk. 


Sourpatch “crushin” (HHBTM) Should be called 
Sweetpooch because this early 90s indie pop reenactment 
society had me wagging my tail! 

Spider Bags “Teen-A_ge Eyes” b/w “Eileen” (Odessa) They 
spun themselves a web of awesome! 


Spiteri "s/t" (Vampi) Venezuela became VenaSOULa when 
these siblings were putting Santana to shame during their brief 
early-70s existence. This album contains all 3 kinds of gems: 
instrumental, English language, and native tongue (they were 
based in England, thus the preponderance of English and a 
flute-tastic Traffic cover -- and they were there semi-legally, 
thus the you never heard of them because they couldn't play 
clubs or sell discs over the counter). Stellar vintage Latin 
psyche soul rock that you've never heard is a commodity more 
valuable than anything else that could possibly be smuggled 
up from South America. Plus, this CD is worth the price for 
the pictures of Jorge Spiteri's mustache and flowing hair 
alone. If John Oates was an angel this is how he'd look. 


Spouse "Confidence" (Nine Mile) Sounds much, much better 
than you'd expect from a band with a 40% goatee ratio (with 
an additional 80% beard or big sideburns percentage, only 
saved from a 100% hirsute red flag rate by having a lady 
keyboardist). Pop/pre-Alternative "college rock"/melodic 
magic music that gets me in a good groove. Much better than 
my actual spouse. Actually, ex-spouse. Who I miss. 


Spring Tigers “s/t” (Bright Antenna) I think some part of an 
actual spring tiger's anatomy is one of those off-menu, ultra 
expensive Chinatown specialties that gives you a little perk 
between the pockets. Thusly, this band is well-named, as this 
Brit-y, destined to be a hit-y, dreamy like Walter Mitty, cuter 
than Hello Kitty, never saditty, better than Pavoritti pop music 
has me in "the mood." 


Spur "Of the Moments” (Drag City/GZD) Though Plastic 
Crimewave has unearthed weirder and more historically 
revered artists in his cosmic travels/reissue projects, he's 
never dusted off anything of this amazing quality. This album 
recalls, but does not sound exactly like Byrds, Monkees, 
Grand Funkateers, and (on the 15 minute jazz rock psyche 
groove amble freakout "Tribal Gathering") benevolent aliens. 
What is coolest about this record is that | like it way better 
than almost any actual revered San Francisco 60s folk rock 
psyche landmark LP. And I'm not saying that in the asshole 
bullshit hate-what's-popular "Bleach" is way better than 
"Nevermind™ dick move way, I mean seriously, this is better. 
There is a song on here called "Mr. Creep" which doesn't 
sound like a novel, quirky, unknown private release rarity, it 
sounds like it should have been the biggest radio hit of '68. 
Spur-tacular! 


Squirtgun “Broadcast 02.09.08" (Kid Tested) Drippy. 
The Stance “I Left Love Behind a Long Time Again” 





(thestance.ca) Should be called "The sSDANCE" because this 
never-shoddy pop will make your clever body pop. 


The Static Age "io" (FLix) In addition to being the least 
aggressive band ever named after a Misfits record, these guys 
are the least staicky band I've heard in a while, Dark lush 
melodies haunt, caress, and seduce...but they don't ravage. But 
Danzig would 


Stereolab “Not Music” (Drag City) You know who likes 
Stereolab? Everybody! So obviously this isn't so much a 
review as an endorsement. Despite the name this album does 
contain music (unlike Bill Callahan's and the Tinkler’s latest 
albums, which were books), and form fans of Stereolab in 
“the club,” you may have to wait for all the remixes (a few are 
included), as these are mostly more jaunty and perky than 
deep and driving. This is more music for skipping along. So if 
you deejay at a skip club you need this joint, 


Sterophonic Space Sound Unlimited "The Spooky Sound 
Sessions" (Dionysus) Not sure about how spooky this suite of 
unbelievable instrumentals is...rather (or should I say rawther) 
it brings to mind my fantasy about what all incidental music 
on awesome 1960s British television shows must have 
sounded like. You will never make a record this good! 


The Stevenson Ranch Davidians “Life and Death” 
(www .thestevensonranchdavidians.com/) Folkin' A! Psyche! 
Made me have a walking dream about being in a field of 
awesome...barefoot! I made some kid of ntes about the 
amazing guitarwork on this CD, but the transcendent made 
my handwriting so florid and otherworldly that I can't read it. 


Sticks N Stones (Dusty Medical) The A-side is my favorite 
song of the last 129 years! (I'm still a sucker for Sousa's 
funeral march for President Garfield) This is the Uno to Suzi's 
Quatro! 

Will Stratton "No Wonder" (Stunning Models on Display) 
Least appropriate review considering the sensitive, touching, 
personal, lovely nature of the beautiful songwriting and subtle 
production on this record: So fucking great he should change 
his name to Will Strap-On! 


Street Eaters "We See Monsters” (Bakery Outlet) Delicious- 
er than donuts! This record makes me feel like a fraud trying 
to review records because I can't stop listening to it, I 
genuinely love it, and for the goddamndest life of me I can't 
begin to describe it. It is definitely intense, and as a drum and 
bass and weird singing-only punk record it's its own thing, but 
that doesn't begin to tell you why this is good. It's heavy but 
not burdensome, dark but kind of joyful, weird but really 
catchy. I guess historically I have really been impressed with 
a lot of dude/lady two piece bands, but I actually couldn't tell 
what this configuration was the first 80 times I listened to it. 
Basically, I'll have what they're eating. On the street. 


The Streets on Fire "This Is Fancy" (Currency Exchange) 
Desperate post-post punk with jittering percussion that made 
my intestines pogo. And an awesome gorilla painting. 


Greg Strong "Thought, Word and Deed" (gregstrong.net) 
Should be called "Greg Sensitive.” 


Strydir Lee “Phony Cosmic Blues” (Creme Deluxe) Groovy 
bluesy alternatish rock, or asl like to cal it Gruesaltrock. I also 
like to say that after someone sneezes. Stryde right! 


The Sugar Stems "Sweet Sounds of" (Dusty Medical/Dream 
On/Bachelor),"beat beat beat" b/w "Crybaby!" (Bachelor) 
This super charmer of an album should be spun at every 
cheese tasting and pillow fight in the Central Time Zone, and 
this killer single should be on every jukebox in Wisconsin, 
Illinois, and Heaven. Midwest vintage-sounding bubblegum 
that will have you blowing a big bubble that will pop and 
stick in your hair and you'll leave it there. 


The Summer Pledge "You Are You"(Woodbridge) Summer 
snooze. 


Sundowwner “We Chase the Waves” 
SunUPPER! 


The Sunstreak "Once Upon A Lie" (MRV) I wish this 
thoroughly slick, commercial, pop/emo/middle of the road 
rock CD was on a major label and these kids had received a 
nice advance so I wouldn't have to feel bad about slamming 
guys who self-released and labored over something that 
means the world to them, putting their sweat, heart, and soul 
into every note. But so it goes. While one could apply the 
word “inoffensive” to this, I'm going the other way. This is so 
bland it offends me profoundly -- maybe not to a declare-a- 
fatwa level of offended, but certainly to angry book buming- 
level offended. And apparently burning plastic releases some 
kind of toxic fumes that get you kind of goofy headed. Thus, I 
did ultimately get some pleasure from this CD. Though I 
suspect most of the fumes came from the jewel case. 





(Asian Man) 


‘The Superions “s/t” (HHBTM) The world would actually be 
the dreamy, sexy, futuristic Garden of Eden predicted by this 
record if in instead of thousands of Elvis tribute artists and 
AC/DC cover bands, earth was overrun by this type of Fred 
Schneider impersonator. Out of this world! 


Super Wild Horses "Enigma" b/w "World's Gone Bad" 
(Hozac) Sounds more like super wild moles or perhaps 
possums. But definitely something furry. 

Dan Susnara, Micky Saunders "In the Same Old 
Place/Everything You're not,” Stoml "The 
Second Annual Trips Festival” (Mumble Mumble) 
Susnara/Saunders' super songs successfully soar! Splendid! 
On the non "S" tip: the presumably 2 hour story about a I'm 
sure fascinating drug fest, told by a dude with a great reading 
voice, and backed by some of Susnara's most interesting 
instrumental work yet is marred by the di.y. audio: I can't 
hear the reading because the music is too loud! But I dug the 
first 20 minutes (what I could make out). 


Suuns “Zeroes QC” (Secretly Canadian) I cannot even 
describe or connect a genre to this weird tension music that 
seems both incredibly quiet and loud at the same time. When I 
hear this it makes my wonder why anyone would like it, then 1 
desperately wonder why I like it. 


The Syllable Section "Linear Views" (no label...they're too 
good for a label!) The Beatles of askew no-fi psyche pleasant 
cacophony soundscape music! 


Tall Grass Captains “In the Resistance” (Ubique) On this 
odd, off-kilter, experimental, World Music abusing, skewed 
pop, haunting voiced journey, it’s tall gas, tall ass, or tall 
grass...nobody rides for free! . 


The Telephone Company "Panda Brain"(Business Deal) 
Ostensibly these Austin oddballs are a children's music band, 
and on their first record I kind of can concede that, but on this 
hypnotic offering the children they seem to be entertaining are 
the tiny baby oompa loompas that live inside their heads & 
tell them what to do. A Lord of the Rings-scope epic about a 
old man puppet, a King, a blue footed boobie, & a coffin is 
beautifully bizarre but pretty death-centric for the Yo Gabba 
Gabba-set. The unsettling title track about a feral Panda Boy 
trying to make his way in the world is heartbreaking. And I'm 
pretty sure there's 3 different songs about babies, one in which 
parents take the wrong kid home from the hospital, one in 
which a homeless man finds an abandoned baby, and one in 
which I'm pretty sure a baby is either killed or something near 
to it when it is left in a hot car then ends up in a refrigerator, 
Not to say kids don't love this stuff (obviously dead babies are 
cool and who doesn't wish their cooler real parents hadn't got 
mixed up at the hospital and took these losers’ kid, and who 
doesn't want a homeless dad?) but I just don't think nervous 
mommies will approve. That said, you have to admire them 
keeping Austin weird by damaging its youngest. And more 
importantly, this album funtionally will make any adult recall 
how bizarre the world felt when you were seeing itn from an 
adult's knee-level perspective & didn't understand all the 
words. And Shel Silverstein would certainly approve of 
“booblegum.” 


Television Spacemen “Rocket Trash” (Rock N Roll Monkey) 
An Old Wave orgasm! Meaning, this is such a perfect time 
travel unit to the best bedroom New Wave of the 80s (which 
would make it currently Old Wave), that I had to change my 
shorts before heading out to Medusa’s (too local? Should I 
have said “the juice bar?”) 

Ten Foot Ganja Plant “Ten Deadly Shots VOI. 1” (ROTR) 
Elsewhere in the issue I take ROIR to task for their 
commitment to reggae and dub over the years, but that said, I 
have to admit that if you are going to release a reggae record 
in 2010 you can't do better than making it a mellow, 
instrumental album with a Studio One vibe. There is nothing 
wrong with a band and an album having the modest goal of 
wanting listeners to blaze up on a couch and chill out to some 
calm water vibes, and there's certainly no false advertising 
with this band's name. Worth more than $4.20, but that's what 
it should cost, obviously 


Theee Bat vs. Atomic Suplex (Swamp Fiction) To release an 
explosively trashy garage punk upchuck of a split single 
where each act actually has a theme song for their own band 
is an incredible triumph! Atomic Suplex create cinematic 
insanity music, with a saxophone being raped by as gorilla 
and a singer trying to imitate the ape’s audio. Japan's batty 
Theee Bat (shouldn't it be Theee Battt?) flailed and feasted 
upon my ear innards. Trash Rock is too mild a term...this 
manic monster music is Decomy Waste Rock! This 
record makes Guitar Wolf sound like Chet Atkins. If you 
don't buy this yesterday you are stupid. 


~~ 


ee 


Third Light "Leaders and Followers" b/w "Garden," "Time 
to Shine" b/w "You've Got it All to Lose" (thirdlight.net) I 
actually saw U2's plane the other day. I was at an airport in 
Los Angeles and my eyes beheld an entire full-sized jumbo 
plane with U2's name on the side. Bono hasn't sung a plane- 
worthy song since Obama was using a fake ID. This band 
sounds like each member deserves a plane! These 2 songs are 
so soaring and awesome each should get it's own plane with a 
giant speaker, and fly around the earth continuously blasting 
it's tune, while U2's plane has to fly in-air fueling runs to 
these righteous aircraft, and Edge has to pay carbon offsets for 
their emissions. The fact that their follow-up single was even 
better - with crunchy hooks, snotty vocals and a heavenly ska- 
beat fake out before it goes into overdrive - means I need to 
make some kind of grandiose Space Shuttle metaphor, but I 
don't have it in me. But it is an awesome single 


This Moment In Black History “Public Square” (Smog 
Veil) Un-diffuseable audio bombs exploding with punk 
urgency! To quote their epic song "Precinct": 
"Yaaaaaaaaaaaa-aaaaaaaaana-aaaaaaaaaaaa-ooow!" 


Three Mile Pilot "The Inevitable Past is the Future 
Forgotten" (Temporary Residence) Aren't you so excited that 
they're back that you could have a Three Mile Riot! Or 
pethaps a Three Smile Riot! Or a Glee Smile Riot! Although 
the music is neither smily or gleeful, of course. It's sorta sad, 
low key, and desolate, even, but it's also kind of pretty, 
thrilling and triumphant. This will remind you that there was 
90s rock that you actually liked. 


The Titles “Dirt Bell” (SMR) 1 will grant them this: for a 
band called the “Titles” they actually triumphed with an 
awesome title. The best thing about the whole record is the 
title: Dirt Bell! Dirt Bell! That is genuinely awesome. 


Tobacco “Mystery Meat”(Anticon) Like its namesake, this 
album will give you yellow teeth & make your clothes smell. 
Beck is on this record out of jealousy, I assume, because this 
damaged mess-terpiece makes his early albums sound like 
knockoff kiddie albums your mom bought you at Sears. 


Tonetta “777” (Black Tent) Justin Bieber was discovered off 
of Youtube, but now “We” have “our” Bieber! The 
mysterious Tonetta, who has spent the last few years posting 
his minimal, disturbing songs accompanied by visuals that 
include masks, underwear, fake breasts, abrupt edits (which 
are rare, these are mostly one take one-ders), expert dancing, 
noise, shock, and awe. Features his anti Elton John screed, his 
guitar explosion and.his crucifixion song (which I would not 
have expected to be as good without seeing him in his Jesus 
briefs, but it was actually better!) While a double DVD is 
what we need from Tonetta, a140 gm vinyl deluxe release is a 
pretty great start! 


Torture the Artist (Kid Tested Records) Well, the cover art 
is really good. 


Tough Troubles (myspace.com/toughtroubles) So much 
better than any indie mood music you're gonna ever make that 
they might as well be called Tough Tittles! 


Toy Soldiers “whisper down the lane” (Maddragon) This is 
some of that prime Broadway/drama style old time rock ‘n' 
roll -- like Rocky Horror, but not as gay. 


Transient Songs “Cave Syndrome” (Indian Casino) Vaguely 
psychedelic, often acoustic, and definitely pop, Transient 
Songs harkens back to the tuneful indie-rock of the mid- 
80s. Galaxie 500 is a good reference point, for those who can 
remember back that far. Atmospheric and ethereal without 
lapsing into pretentiousness. 


Transportation “Amusement Park” (Odessa)Transported me 
with heartfelt American songwriting enchantment! 


Trash Humpers OST (Drag City) Who remembered after 
seeing this film that the soundtrack was all soothing lullabyes! 


The Treniers “Rock” (Bear Family) Perhaps the best 
compilation yet on my all time favorite proto-rock n roll act. 
The Treniers took jump blues conventions, amped them up to 
11, added some of the all-time wildest stage work in rock 
history (much of it having to do with visual puns and pranks 
involving the identical twin lead singers) and drove it home 
by using the words "rock" and/or “roll” in numerous titles 
(nine of which are included here. Wisely this compiles 32 
tracks of only the material they recorded in the fifties (it was 
their best work, though they did a number of fun recordings 
after the 50s, mostly to sell at lounge shows, and brother Milt 
~ still going strong --- was recording into the 80s, doing 
Michael Jordan and lottery themed novelty singles). Included 
here is the bawdy classic "Poon-Tang!" ("poon is a hug...tang 
is a kiss..."), the manifesto "Rockin’ is our Business,” and the 
date rape ditty "Oh! Oh! (Get Out Of the Car)" (covered, 


feebly by comparison, by the great Sammy Davis, Jr.). Not 
included is perhaps their most popular song, "Say Hey (Say 
Willie)", a novelty record recorded with Willie Mays. Also, 
by default, not included on any Treniers CD or vinyl 
compilation is the manic magic of their live shows. The group 
was never able to capture the excitement they generated on 
stage in the studio, and while tracks like "It Rocks! It Rolls! It 
Swings!" and “Everything's Wild in Wildwood" sound 
fantastic, even seeing the group lipsynch in movies like The 
Girl Can't Help It, or seeing them tear up TV's Colgate 
Comedy Hour (with Jerry Lewis sitting in on drums for a 
minute) makes it clear that the reason these cats remained 
Vegas and Atlantic City gold but never true superstars was 
that no engineer ever figured out how to make the records as 
funny, dynamic, energetic and borderline crazy as their stage 
shows. Regardless of that shortcoming, these recordings are 
still wonderful, never overtaking Louis Jordan's best, but 
usually leaving Dusty Fletcher in the (dusty) dust. So you 
should "Go! Go! Go!" to the Bear Family website and have 
some "Good Rockin’ Tonight," because "This Is It!" 


Frank Tribes Lean Out Your Window" 
(www-franktribes.com) This guy sounds like he has a 
beard...but he doesn't! That's only one of the many delightful 
Surprises you'll discover on this local songsmith's latest gem! 


A Tribute to Bad Lyrics (compiled by Pat Moriarty, Ear 
Illusion Records) For this CD/comic/secret bonus CD-R set, 
cartoonist Pat Moriarty drew from his collection of archival 
recordings with bizarre, awkward lyrics and made his talented 
musician friends knock out recordings utilizing the exact 
lyrics (many of them doing faithful covers of the original 
music as well). And this is GREAT! Artists like the Boss 
Martians, Kurt Benbenek, Charlie Burton, Chuck 
MacComber, and Moriarty himself (and kin) do fine jobs 
taking songs written by amateurs for the most part (song- 
Poems were semi-scams in which tired studio hacks would 
improvise music to the lyrics of people who sent in money 
with hopes of stardom). These recording artists do stellar jobs, 
some making music arguably more interesting than some of 
their original material. So audibly I can't recommend this 
enough and since he only made 500 and mine was #154, so if 
this floats your boat jump on it (wrote to 
cartoondepot@earthlink.net and put BAD LYRICS in subject 
line). HOWEVER, I’m not really crazy about the 
Presentation. Not Moriarty's great drawings and design 
(including an extra pocket for a CD-R, which in mine, and 1 
bet yours, will include all of the amazing original tracks), No, 
I'm talking about the attitude. The use of words like “worst,” 
“abysmal,” “awful,” “turd” and other such niceties approaches 
these strange poems with condescension and derision. 
Everyone else who has done worthwhile work on song-poems 
(most notably our own Phil Milstein) admires and loves how 
different and beautiful these slipped discs are, and not just 
because the studio musicians are so gifted. Milstein tied to 
track down the writers who he saw as heroes of sorts (as do I). 
And as, I suspect, does Moriarty. If he really thought these 
were terrible he wouldn't be so motivated. This isn't a prank 
project where he makes great musicians record things that 
suck. This is a celebration and I'm not sure why Moriarty has 
to distance himself. That said, it’s still awesome. 


Tribute to JJ Cale Volume 1 The Vocal Sessions (Zoho) 53 
Cale is great because his compositions could be picked up by 
hard rocking arena giants who wanted to reveal their ability to 
do something rootsy with heart, and somehow they would 
never fall flat on their faces. John W. Cale made Eric Clapton, 
Skynyrd (the great “”Call Me the Breeze,” not covered here), 
and even Widespread Panic seem smart and sensitive. Despite 
a growling cover of “Cocaine” by hard rocking Rufus Hall 
and band, this album seems to be as much about JJ the 
recording artist as JJ the songwritier, not only ignoring his 
more famous Clapton composition (“After Midnight") but 
choosing songs that were highlights on Cale’s beloved, if not 
top selling, records. Lots of guitar rock on this, some nice 
vocal group offerings from the mighty Persuasions, and some 
jaunty Southern Rock from Dixie Tabernacle. What sells me 
most here is the twang factor on Greg Skaff and Darryl 
Johnson’s version of “Louisiana Woman,” which reminds me 
of a better band backing up Vince Gill in his commercial 
prime. They should have called this tribute “Cale and 
Response.” 


TRICLOPS! "Helpers On The Other Side" (Alternative 
Tentacles) Hearkens back to those too often forgotten Touch 
And Go bands from the late ‘80s/early ‘90s, trying to make 
prog rock safe for the world again. Being a secret fan of Rush 
and Yes, I secretly saw nothing wrong with this at all. This is 
quirky and original, and filled with crazy energy that never 
quits. “Tri” it, you'll like it! 





‘Truckasauras "Quarters" (truckasaurus.com) Electro-cute! 


Trunks "Knice" b/w Journey to the Line" (areyoutrunked) 
French cream that's amazingly light. Sweet art grooves that 
make you feel cooler just for having it touch your earhole. 


TV Set “Farewell” (myspace.com/tvsetchicago) A farewell 
album and a tour for a band no one knew existed seems odd, 
but Mr. TV Set (the new wave one man band) deserves a send 
off. He was honestly one of the top three Chic-A-Go-Go 
guests of all time, doing a brilliant spare performance, and his 
wailing guitar + electronic beats formula, his nasal, cutting 
lyrics, and the fact that he sort of looks (or at least dresses) 
like Trent Reznor shoulda added up to gold. We'll miss him, 
even if we barely knew him. 


Tweak Bird (Volcom) Ultra heavy biker boogie crunch 
music that is doom free (in part thanks to the singer's castrato 
munchkin voice) and is more fun than making popcorn. This 
made me feel like I could fly. And not the bogus John 
Travolta big airplane way, | mean this made my head leave 
my body and fly around the room. I think. 


Two Hours Traffic “territory” (Bumstead) It’s not 2 hours of 
unpleasant congestion, they are “stuck” in Traffic because 
they are taking their sweet (and it is sweet) time getting there, 
stopping for poppy picnics along the way, and maybe they are 
listening to a Traffic album or two on the tape deck (though 
80s solo Winwood, or maybe a Shoes tape, are more likely). 


The Tygers “Second Album” (thetygers.com) This is the 
sophomore album by the Artists Formally Known as Tony 
and the Tygers...after a short 42 year hiatus. If you're 
expecting wild rock (not a bad guess looking at Tony Dancy's 
John Kay hair and ‘stache on the cover) you obviously never 
heard their "68 proto-soft rock lush pop single “Little By 
Little.” After the band failed to follow up on their hit Tony 
sand a bandmate headed to Hollywood and became staff 
musicians for sitcoms. So obviously this ain’t gonna be a 
rough and raw d.i.y. album. The recording here is so slick that 
this is genuinely weird. Lovely, ornate production, including 
some killer Nashville pedal steel on the opener, make this 
diverse set of pop pretty intense, in an smooth adult way. 
Some songs sound like the State Fair version of CCR, some 
sound like the actual Steely Dan! Better than the last Tygers 
of Pan Tang CD and almost as good as the Josie and the 
Pussycats record that came free with the other Tony the 
Tiger's box of cereal in 1970, 


Ultralust (ultralust.com) Ultrasucks. Literally (seriously, 
literally) nauseated me. 


The Undertones digital reissue series (Union Square Music) 
Though rarely discussed when people mention the biggest UK 
punk bands, in '78 and '79 the Undertones were making some 
of the catchiest punk tunes in England (via Ireland). After 
releasing the great "Teenage Kicks” they were signed to Sire 
and their self-titled debut may be the closest thing to a pop 
punk prototype this side of the Ramones debut, and like that 
record, it's hard to imagine it could be better or to compare it 
to anything except itself. I never actually had any of their 
other three albums, "Hypnotised" ('80) "Positive Touch" ('81) 
and "Sin of Pride" ('83) so it was good to pick and choose 
through the tracks...each record has a few gemd ("Whizz 
Kids," "His Good Looking Girlfriend," "My Perfect Cousin"), 
but if you don't get to download them free like us reviewer 
bigshots they also are packaging a best of compilation. 


Unknown Component “The Infinite Definitive” 
({unknowncomponent.com) Spooky, densely rich singer- 
songwritings from Keith Lynch, a man whose voice is 
halfway between joyfully pained yearning and stuffy headcold 
(making him sound like either.a more congested Dylan or a 
more serious skinny guy in They Might Be Giants). 


The Unraveling “13 Arcane Hymns” 
(www.theunravellingmusic.com) Wicked industrial prog 
horror music that unraveled my innards and made the 
bogeymen that live under my kids’ beds come out and ask if 
they could download the tracks for their Zunes. I would have 
thought monsters would have ipods, but, you know, they're 
monsters. This music buried me alive! 


Urban Junior “Two Headed Demon” (Voodoo Rhythm) 
Perfect rock trash disco songs that are banged directly in my 
head by a brilliant one man band with a frying pan. Keeping it 
in the kitchen, this would be pothead music if "pothead" 
meant a person who wore a metal pot on his head and beat it 
with a wooden spoon until he became a musical genius. [ 
danced incorrectly to this! 


The Uzi Rash Group “Hight and Phree” (Freedom School) 
They don't make a turntable that can properly play this mess- 
terpiece. I suspect the best way to hear this deranged psyche 
artfuck minimal home-taped residue echo is to go into the 








bedroom in which this was recorded, position the vinyl on the 
penis of the artiste and spin it 33 1/3 rotations per whatever 
measurement unit you choose while listening to headphones 
plugged into whatever orifice is offered. If, in fact, this artist 
is a woman, than modify the penis part of this equation. 


The Vacant "Kings of Evil" (Wrecked’Em) Making the 
Mentors seem like Mormons, this isn't the kind of music one 
can judge as being good or bad. One just has to get upon ones 
knees and concede, submitting to the power of lyrics like "I 
wanna be your sexual Hitler.” 


Vegas Kings "You'll Never Work in this Town Again” 
(Merenoise) Australian heavy swamp guitar rock, with an 
American 90s trash garage fetish, thus this finds itself falling 
somewhere between Beasts of Bourbon and Monomen. 
Which might not be a good place to fall for a Jot of vulnerable 
creatures, human and otherwise. But it works for these 
Brisbaniacs. All in! 


Velcro Lewis Group “White Magick Summer” It's hard for 
longtime Velcro fans (we call ourselves Velcheads) to not 
have a default ear when we hear his stuff, thinking pummeling 
boogie Southern rock truck crash music is on the menu. So 
hearing the soulful, yearning, pained, strange sounds here 
mingling with all the pummeling and the grit and the boogie- 
centric tendencies is pretty jarring. Primal, primitive, primate 
music abounds, but even when it hypnotizes with caveman 
vibes it still, both lyrically and emotionally, seems to have 
something real behind it. Velcro is sensitive? Perhaps his fog- 
stache is there to soak up his tears?n You will love this record. 
Or you don't understand neither the power of rock nor the 
pains a man’s soul can feel. 


Venice Is Sinking “Sand & Lines” (veniceissinking.net) 
Should be called VENUS is Sinking...because these Athens 
indie balladeers are out of this world! 


Vermillion Sands (Alien Snatch) Italian fuzzed 
Americana playground chant square dance orgy pop. 


Versus "On the Ones and Threes" (Merge_ It has been 
forever since I heard this band and forever ago | remember 
them being more light and poppy. Of course maybe I was just 
a sillier dumbass then whose brain processed things that way 
This is a fairly intense, beautiful, subtly textured suite of 
sweet songs. Every band should wait ten years between 
albums, it apparently helps with songwriting 


The Very Foundation “The Restless Enterprise” If you 
squint it's easy to confuse their name with Thievery 
Corporation, but you would have to squint your ears pretty 
hard to mistake this pesty punk-inspired pop conjuring for that 
Thieve stuff. 


The Vicious Cycles "Momma" ep (Teenage Rampage) | 
know in motorcycle movies the riders are supposed to be like 
cowboys, riding the ranges and standing up for values. But 
thistrash rock gang is definitely the (Hollywood) Indians in 
that movie, raining arrowheads and stampeding wild horses 
cover any and all square buckaroos. 


out 


Vinny Vegas “Land of Giants” (VV) Very Versatile! Vaguely 
Valuable! 


Voice of Addiction (voiceofaddiction.com) One of the finest 
live punk acts in town, this political band balances some of 
the best (and occasionally some of the worst) aspects of rock, 
emo, ska, metal, and even Billy Bragg righteousness. If you 
go to shows in Chicago you can't not have seen this band, and 
that work ethic makes them one of the most Chicago-ish of 
Chicago punk bands this side of Dead Steel Mill. I'm not 
expecting a revolution anytime soon, but it's nice to hear 
someone at least wants one. 


Yon Haze “s/t” (Hippos in Tanks) Sad vampires like to dance 
slowly, apparently. More power to them! 


Andrew Watt and the Glory Glory “First Day of Summer 
Life” (Nova Scotia) The most low key Wall of Sound homage 
ever recorded. Expect a dreary summer if this is what the first 
day sounds like. 


Allison Weiss "Was Right All Along” (allisonw.com) Weiss 
up and get hip to this sugar-sweet songstress! They should 
make Japanese toys of her! 


Welcome to Ashley "Beyond the Pale” (novo) Kicks ASH! 


Junior Wells and the Aces “Live in Boston 1966" 
(Delmark) This captivating live CD, capturing a previously 
unreleased, decades old Boston club set, is a profound treat 
for both worshipful and casual blues fans. Wells, the great 
harp player/vocalist, is such a magnificent performer that this 
really puts you in the room with the band, and it's amazing to 
be there. What comes across best on this disc, especially to 
any contemporary listeners who have been discouraged by 


what they've seen in some of Chicago's tourist blues, is that 
despite being the protoypical bluesman Wells never lowers 
himself to being the stereotypical bluesman. That is to say that 
despite plenty of stage banter, joking, and some 
improvisational messing around Wells is never pandering to 
the audience in a degrading way, and that despite playing 
now-standards like "Messin’ with the Kid," "Got My Mojo 
Working,” and Freddie King’s "Hideaway," the band is never 
mired in clichés or phoning it in. Fans of Louis and Dave 
Myers will be delighted to hear their playing on this 
recording, and fans of Delmark's Junior Wells catalogue will 
find this essential. 


White Mystery “Powerglove” (HoZac) 3 raw, spare 
(obviously; a drums and ax duo) beautifully weird trash 
rockers form Chicago's best sibling act since Polk Brothers. 
stopped selling Frigidaires. The standout here is "Ye Olde 
Stone” where suddenly Miss Alex is vocally channelling 
Grace Slick, but the weighty SF 60s vibe is brought to earth 
by lifting song structure from Larry and the Blue Notes’ 
"Night of the Sadist" as gloriously un-progressive a garage 
single as any ever made! The only mystery here is why they 
ain't playing the Superbowl halftime show! 

White Widow “Black Heart” (Tullo Tunes) This mama 
brings the drama, flipping the script on the deadly arachnid 
but coming off as no less frightening... yet I'm mysteriously 
drawn to that sultry voice. | would gladly get stuck in her web 
of grooving rock no matter what the consequence 
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The White Wires “Goodbye Girl” b/w “Pretty Girl” This 
record sounds so teenage it left Clearasil stains on my 
tumtable. This record sounds so garage I had to clean oil 
stains off the tone arm, Basically, lot of stains 








The Wig Titans (wigtitans.com) Loose, low-key blues punk 
done by one of my all time fave cartoonists. Mary Fleener, 
whose rock n’ roll singing and bass banging fully impress, 
sharing vocals with the swamp-voiced Tom Gardner 
Fleener’s vocals and songwriting are pretty funny and weird 
(while remaining thoroughly rock n roll) and there are a good 
mix of novelty and non-novelty numbers. Hot dogs, headless 
horsemen, and meat meat meat are well represented musically 
helping you Wig Out! 


Wild Wild Geese “Sorry, Earth” (Odessa) Rollicking, off 
center guitar grinding rock that made me feel like I was at a 
shoddy amusement park mixing codeine with my frozen 
lemonade. The have a song about chainsawing under the 
influence that I don't think is a metaphor, just some guys 
keeping it real and telling it like it is about drinking and 
chainsawing 


Andre Williams “That's All I Need” (Bloodshot) There are 
no bigger Andre Williams supporters than the folks here at 
Roctober. We interviewed him when his comeback was still 
theoretical, audio from his 1996 appearance on Chic-A-Go- 
Go was sampled for his first hipster recording on the In The 
Red label, and we never miss a performance. So it is with love 
that we say that we have not always looked forward to his 
new albums. While we would never fault the great Mr. 
Williams for doing whatever it took to keep above water in 
hard times, too often he played down the low expectations of 


European and hipster fans and gave them the stereotypes they 
craved. His live shows, and the new material he was crafting 
for those shows, felt designed to elicit reactions that were 
painfully similar to watching a room of white fans laugh and 
cheer condescendingly when big, black Wesley Willis would 
grunt out “Suck a camel's dick" or 78 conjugations of "fuck." 
We offer these harsh words at this juncture only because with 
his stellar new album Williams has erased any of these hints 
of minstrelsy. He has created a spare, dire, brilliant collection 
of hack-free blues songs about pain, the trials he's been 
through, and the weight of the world he has bore as a true soul 
survivor. If I were to point out what was outstanding or 
interesting lyrically or performance-wise I would have to 
discuss all ten tracks, so let me just in shorthand say "My 
Time WIll Come," "America," "When Love Shoots You in 
the Foot," & "Tricks" are all powerful & personal & more real 
than anything he's ever written, and in some ways as good as 
any pop R&B hits he crafted in his heyday. You won't move 
to this like you do to "Twine Time,” but you'll be moved. 


Wild Beasts “We Still Got the Taste Dancin’ On Our 
Tongues” (Domino) Mild Yeasts. 


Kathryn Williams"The Quickening"(onelittleindian-us.com) 
Williams marries the eerie, genre-pushing elements of the 
freak folkers with the grounded, beautiful-singing-centric 
foundations of the 60s folk movement. If you listen to this 
whilst wearing a mood ring expect to see a whole new color. 


James Williamson with Careless Hearts CD/DVD or 
LP/DVD (Easy Action) the Before rejoining The Stooges in 
earnest, "Straight" James Williamson had to re-learn the old 
songs, and, well, just start playing the guitar again. It had been 
35 years. Williamson had befriended San Jose's Careless 
Hearts before the tragic turn of events (Ron Asheton's demise, 
but you knew that) took place, but wielded something positive 
(James' re-enlistment. You knew that, too). The Careless 
Hearts acted as a practice band, until Williamson returned to 
The Stooges, and, to show his appreciation, he offered to play 
a club date with them, and brought Steve MacKay, 
"Funhouse" era and latter day Stooges Saxophone player, 
along for the ride to the pretty music. Burnin’ to you straight 
from Hell, baby! Even after seeing the new, improved Stooges 
(1 mean, they're improving their OWN thing all the time), 
which changed my relationship to everything I thought about 
Rock n’ Roll, I find listening to this set highly enjoyable. 
Doofus and Dillhole will be quick to say, "Yeah, but that 
singer's no Iggy.” No, he isn’t, he's a Paul. Paul Kimball, that 
is, and he more than rose to a very, very difficult task, Surely, 
it was the toughest job the whole band ever loved (barring 
Guitarist, Derek See, who's now James’ guitar tech, Tuffer and 
luvin’ it), but it’s all on the singer, isn’t it? Kimball doesn't do 
something foolish, like trying to sound like Iggy. He does the 
sensible thing, which is to sing the HELL out of those songs 
in his own way. Admittedly, I'm reminded, at times, of Radio 
Birdman's Rob Younger, but if that ain't good, grits ain't 
groceries, eggs ain't poultry, and The Mona Lisa was a 
motherfuckin’ MAN. The band beefs up Williamson's already 
immolatin', motorvatin', no hesitatin’ Guitar sound 
considerably on several faves from every aspect of The 
Stooges’ career. James emerges, bending the strings and the 
pedals like he'd never stopped playing the stuff that he did and 
could have played the stuff he didn’t. All in all, a wondrous 
thing to behold, even if you weren't actually there, | wasn't 
there, but that's where the magic of video comes in. The day 
after the show happened, all or most of it was available for 
perusal on You Tube. The professionally shot, chock fulla 
closeups, great sounding, hard hitting document, natcherly, 
made me wish I had a DVD from the same source. Now, I 
have. Or, so, I thought. The accompanying DVD has good 
sound on it's side, anyway, but the CD already sounds good 
("Very...very..Good.,” to paraphrase Mary Weiss. Speaking of 
whom, her beautiful daughters, in spirit and chutzpah, 
Angeline King and Hanna Rifkin from The Bang!, turn in 
some sexy and atmospheric backing vocals) and, as it turns 
out, this copy of the show was shot from the back of the club, 
or close to it, by a single camera, on a tripod, with no close- 
ups. I'm sorry, I wanted to love it, and maybe the owner of the 
better copy wouldn't give them permission to use it, but it's 
hard to watch. I was three songs into it before I knew which 
‘one was James. If your DVD player remote has a "Zoom" 
function, it's possible that you can blow it up and make the 
image more discernable. My remote has no "Zoom" (which I 
found out AFTER I bought the player), and some people may 
not care, either way. I liked the idea of presenting the album 
as a CD with a DVD as a gatefold digipack (these things are 
REAL common in Mexico. If the industry, here, had thought 
to do more appealing packaging jobs like this, maybe it 
wouldn't be sinking. Have no fear, I hear younger people 
talking about "The vinyl" and "Vinyls" quite a bit, these 
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days), but The Stooges are proof that presentation is only part 
of the package. If that package isn’t filled with beef, instead 
of baloney, I'm sorry, why bother? 


Wiretaps "Static Resurrection" (Wiretaps) I definitely dug 
this band when they were getting down around the tum of the 
last century, with their jaunty, punked up take on early 90s 
indie pop, and a kind of edgy bubblegum vibe. This 
posthumous release of some excellent unreleased material 
seems to be predicated on the, “shit, we can release this on 
itunes, what the hell," model, which is awesome because even 
though a defunct, non-touring band that was only moderately 
successful has no chance to sell a bunch of CDs, it would be a 
damn shame if these gems (one of which may 
be,unbeknownst to you, your favorite song ever) never saw 
the digital light of day. So tap this. 


Without A Face “Worst Debut Album Ever” (Redbird) I 
thought guys strumming acoustic guitars (solo!) were 
supposed to be painfully humorless and un-rocking, but this 
dude caused side pains (from laughing) and indeed 1-0-c-k-s 
in the U.S.A, (or Texas, which is close enough) and this is 
perhaps one of the 2500 best debut albums ever. 


Wizzard Sleeve (Hozac) Not only was this LP recorded in a 
spooky, magical cave, but I believe that all the songs are 
coded incantations, and instead of using muffling, sound 
altering guitar pedals all effects on this record are achieved 
through enchantment. Yet this is pretty much psychedelia-free 
-- they have managed to make impactful, degenerate garage 
punk utilizing the trippy tools and wizard references usually 
reserved for Tolkein-ites and boring sonic explorers. 


Workhorse III (MVD) A punk power trio power vomiting up 
power rock that is powerfully powerful! 


Wounded Lion “s/t,” “Friendly?” ep (In The Red) By 
mistake I caught this band live the other night and they are 
genuinely one of my new favorite bands in the world. 
Dynamic percussion (great drumming supplemented by a 
extra floor tom, maracas, and tambourines being attacked by 
any band member whose current stage location [lotsa 
intrument rotating going on] leaves him with an extra limb) 
elevates things that sound like pop, noise, and other stuff to 
the level of "G-R-O-O-V-E." The best thing about the band is 
that they don't sound like anything -- I can't really compare 
them with milepost bands, as they were truly original and 
thrilling. The worst thing about the band is that they 
apparantly had not figured out this formula when they 
recorded the LP. It is still really good, and there's blasts of 
brilliance, noise, pop, strangeness, humor, and Star Wars, but 
it didn't feel as special as the band | saw, A much better 
representation is the 7", which oddly is dated earlier than the 
album, but has a lead song that has all the weird percussive, 
absolutely original glory of the live set, and two covers (a 
Wild Man Fisher tune and a cover of the Misfits theoretically 
covering Creedence Clearwater Revival) that instead of 
becoming the record collection cleverness excercizes they 
seem to be on paper actually deliver powerful hoodoo. 


Woven Bones "In and Out and Back Again" (Hozac) Garage 
purists must be a little confused by the new wave of trashy 
guitar rock that eschews authentic 60s sounds (other than 
huffing the amorphous sonic clouds of the Velvet 
Underground), ignores the tactics of nostalgia-themed 80s 
garage re-creationists, and has nothing to do with the metal 
undercurrent of the 90s Estrus garage revival. Like so many 
bands filling the grooves of HoZac 45s, the narrow walls of 
L.A.’s all-ages mecca The Smell, and even that haven for (a 
lo-fi version of) traditionalism, Memphis’ Gonerfest, Woven 
Bones won't be covering “Dirty Water” or playing vintage 
Vox guitars. But they are definitely garage rockers. Beneath 
their spewed singing and swamp-mush production are the 
kind of hooks you can dance to (the main reason garage gigs 
usually have more females in attendance than other 
underground rock shows), teenage attitude, and more fuzz 
than all the peaches in China. This Austin via Florida combo 
has released a bushel of sought-after, sold-out singles 
(attributable, in at least part, to stunning design work on the 
sleeves) but “In and Out and Back Again” is not only 
excellent...it's available! 


Wreckless Eric and Amy Rigby “Two-Way Family 
Favourites” (Southern Domestic) Stiff Records vet Wreckless 
Eric demonstrated surprisingly organic chemistry with New 
York songwriter Amy Rigby on their recent collaboration, and 
seeing what they did next songwriting-wise was intriguing. 
Surprise! What they did next songwriting-wise was nothing! 
Instead they collaborated on this amazing collection of cover 
songs by songwriters from the Beach Boys, Byrds, Who, and 
more. And this ethereal, ghost-like CD will soon be your 
favourite, unless you live in this country, in which case, it will 
be your favorite. 











X-Ray Spex “Live @ the Roundhouse” (YearZero) So 
basically the main reason to watch/hear this is to find out if 
Poly Styrene still has her mojo. I can think of only two 
releases in the last few decades (an early 80s solo record with 
songwriting more subdued and jazzy — perhaps because of a 
Hare Krishna mellowing -- and an under appreciated X-Ray 
Spex mid-90s reunion record), but basically if you've 
recorded what stands as just about the best punk single ("Oh 
Bondage") and the best punk LP ever recorded, what do you 
have to prove? Well, I guess if you're over 50, possibly you 
have to prove that your appeal was more than being be 
adorable, raw, spunky, and perfectly imperfect -- attributes 
that a cynic might attribute to her youth during her’ band's 
Germ Free Adolescence. Unfortunately, we'll never know if 
Styrene's magnetism and ability to project joy even when 
relating genuine outrage can be separated from her 
adorableness, because on this live DVD/CD is is just as cute 
and fun and raw and stylish and beautiful to the core as she 
was as a teen in braces, This is more impressive considering 
that the band is a bit too slick at times ("I Am A Cliche" has a 
little too much driving Pro Rock behind it) and that they are in 
a posh concert hall with a full lightshow, bouquets of disco 
balls, and a massive futruristic globe-shaped video screen 
over the stage showing vintage Poly imagery during the 
concert, But none of this takes away from Styrene’s great 
performance, and the true testament to this is that unlike the 
aging rockers who fill most reunion show crowds, this crowd 
includes droves with teenage punk girls in ecstasy. 


The Yetis “iNADAISMO A GO GO!” (Munster) These 60s 
Columbian rockers should have picked a less fearsome 
creature as their name...their impish garage rock is far from 
abominable! Great teen music with really joyful execution, 
and some fine covers of tunes by Trini Lopez, the Monkees 
and Bo Diddley (in "Soy Un Hombre" do you know how yo 
spells hombre? "M-A-N!"). Apparently they were associated 
with an intellectual movement called Nadaism, but I'll have to 
take their word for it as my Espanol is creaky, but 
"Revolucionando" is plenty revolutionary to me! 





The Yolks “s/t” (Randy/Bachelor) This is a Chicago garage 
band that's been kicking around for a while and had I heard 
this record before last August I probably would have written it 
off. Though the band works hard, has decent musicianship 
(especially the sharp drumming) and seems to have fun, the 
live sets I've seen have leaned towards the cutesy, pop punk 
side of garage rock, vocalist Nathan betraying his height and 
stature by singing like a little mousy dude. In fact, after their 
opening set that fateful August night I still was skeptical 
(though the rest of the crowd was mighty moved). But then, as 
the Witching Hour approached, and rumors abounded that 
headlining act Nobunny had been in an accident and was 
unable to play his much anticipated set of manic, mangy 
bubblepunk, a miracle happened. Nobunny hit the stage, his 
signature bunny mask now crafted of tape and cut up 
cardboard, his hirsute body on display as he danced around in 
his underwear, his pubic bush and package girth enhanced by 
what seemed to be a medium sized dead rodent stuffed in his 
shorts. He also appeared to have grown a foot or two. The 
hero of the night, it seemed, was shameless Nathan, who 
saved the show by delivering a ridiculously awesome set of 
Nobunny songs incognito. After his brilliant mess of a set 
Cynthia Plaster Caster, unaware of the charade, turned to me 
and said she was interested in casting the critter she just saw. 
There's no better affirmation than that, Thus, listening to this 
album I am more in the Yolks camp than I've ever been 
before. While this is far from the raunchy romp one hopes for 
from garage heroes, I also can't hear any of the pop punk fluff 
I'd previously attached to the band. This diverse set of 
bubblegum, garage, country, and punk is pretty sweet, 
especially a driving, ultra-catchy rocker about going on a 
peanut butter sandwich picnic, So the moral of the story is, if 
you really want to know what a band sounds like, you need to 
see them flail around in their underpants. Although I'm not 
sure if that would get me to like Dave Matthews Band. 


Michael Yonkers "Lovely Gold" (Drag City) This is crazy 
fucking good! This strange, beautiful ball of weird 
miraculously never falls into the novelty zone, Yonkers! 
earnestness transforming absurd juxtapositions and strange 
voices and ideas into something that makes perfect 
(non)sense, Recorded by (the now lauded by psyche-heads, 
freak folkers, and obscuro-philiacs) Yonkers in 1977, and 
unheard since then, this song suite contains sweet songs. It 
alternates between strange pop, folk, old time rock ‘n' roll, 
gospel, madrigals, goth, yodels, and Detroit punk that would 
scare the Stooges...all on one record in a half hour! Yonkers! 
vocals recall Roky Erickson, Jandek, Lux Interior, Moe 
Tucker, a puppet, Roy Orbison with a cold, Froggy from 
Andy Devine, and Klaus Nomi when he just woke up, and I 


know I'm missing about 900 others. Yet it's also delicately, 
strangely distinct. This is like outsider art done by someone 
who is actually a brilliant technical and formal expert on 
everything but just can't help making music that sounds like 
someone who lived in a cave and has never spoken to anyone 
but his friend the rock, was involved in all the decision 
making. Gold indeed! 


Michael Yonkers "Goodby Sunball" (Secret Seven) This lost 
treat from '74 is not the bonkers Yonkers one sometimes 
hears, as these are acoustic guitar, quirky, somewhat-subdued 
tunes. The impression I get here is of a guy hired to be a 
madrigal at a Ye Olde Renaissance Faire who plays songs that 
sound reasonable for that setting, but when you get close to 
him and hear the words and musical sensibilities and general 
weirdness it makes you drop your mead and turkey leg. 


Matthew Young "Traveler's Advisory" (Drag City) I'm 
fucking fed up with all these trendy dulcimer bands. But 
seriosuly folks, there is such a thing as too ethereal. This 
music is so sheer it is the aural equivalent see-through. 


Yukon Blonde (Bumstead) No “yuk" on this record, these 
mellow yacht rockers make music so delicious they should 
call themselves YUMon Blondes! 


The Yum Yums "Sweetest Candy" (Kid Tested) If they were 
from Sweden and not Norway they could have called this 
record "Swedishest Candy." Maybe they could have called 
this greatest "hits" record "Norway-Out!" Now normally the 
last thing I want to hear in 2010 is 90s style pop punk, but I 
kind of always liked the Yum Yums, even in the 90s (when I 
really was irked by bands that decided to imitate Screeching 
Weasel imitating the Ramones, instead of just imitating the 
Ramones -- or for that matter the Rivieras or Trashmen). 
Occasionally they would get a little syrupy and 
inconsequential, but usually because they were able to get 
such happy tones from their guitars, and the singer would sing 
in such a nerdy American white guy accent, I was convinced 
they were sincerely making peppy music from the heart. This 
collection has a few duds but mostly it's pretty joyful. And 
they do imitate the Trashmen! 

i BOOKS/MAGAZINES/ZINES 
Absent-Cause #4 (absent-cause.com) This now thick zine gets 
better every issue...and darker, and spookier! And with the 
addition of a bonus Dracula Tijuana Bible, funnier too! 


A View #148, # 149, Local Comics #62 These little comic 
books by Michael Goetz (available for 2 stamps from 1349 
Brandywine Dr. Rockford, IL 61108) are  pun-ishingly 
p(funny! He puts out a bunch of them a year it seems, so just 
send him a book of stamps and start doing funnybone 
flexibility exercises. 


Al Burian Goes to Hell (Migraine) Though I've never heard 
of this before, this is apparently something zine stalwart 
Burian did when he was a youngster, a book length comic 
about art and suicide and being a dumb, arrogant dick because 
you are the right age to be so. It also indulges in the 
philosophy texts, self-righteousness, and self-doubt that go 
with being just overeducated enough to be a glorious pain in 
the ass, but also smart and funny and self-aware enough to 
make a compelling too-long comic about your "journey." If 
somehow Al just made this comic in the last year, faking 22 
year old angst, he is the greatest genius of zine culture...a 
zine-ius if you will. 

by Pete Fornatale (Simon & 
Schuster) Maybe I've just had a limited scope in my music 
reading, but to me the “oral history” format, an assembly of 
grouped quotes by various figures making either a cohesive or 
(as is the case here) Rashomon-esque narrative, has been best 
used in punk history books. It makes sense. of course, that 
something underground, under documented, and contained to 
small spaces can be best tackled by hearing the direct quote 
reports of those who were there. So it’s a pleasant surprise to 
see that Fornatale (who doesn’t push the “I was there” aspect 
too much, though he quotes his college radio DJ improvised 
plug for Woodstock verbatim) was able to make the most 
bloated, overly-documented, grand rock music event ever 
come alive through this format. It’s great to hear that our eyes 
lied to us in that fine documentary (or that Woodstock was a 
more successful documentary than a festival), and it’s great to 
hear vastly differing opinions not only on what actually 
happened but on what it all meant (that some of the vastly 
differing opinions come from the same people, like Pete 
Townshend makes it even better). 1 used to watch the movie 
all the time, and I honestly feel like 1 know 5 times what | 
knew about Woodstock from reading this! 


by John Greenfield (pintsizepress.info) 
John Greenfield is a fine journalist, unquestionably the most 














important writer covering bicycle related issues in Chicago 
(which may seem trivial until you consider that civil rights, 
vehicular homicide, and a surprising amount of bike 
messenger related underground rock music is in the mix). As 
a solid writer obviously it’s not going to be a chore reading a 
book he wrote, but there is one major problem with this 
tome...John Greenfield is a good human being. While that's 
usually a plus, if you're going to write a book about drinking 
it doesn’t really work out, I've certainly seen Greenfield in 
dozens of bars in Chicago, but I don’t think I’ve ever seen 
him drunk, and if | have he must have been a pleasant drunk. 
But literary imbibing pretty much has to involve out of 
control scumbaggery. Sure, we love Bukowski's intellect, 
sense of language, and gritty misdeeds, but we wouldn't want 
to be anywhere near that asshole. Greenfield does not have the 
chaotic vibe that makes a drinking/bar book riviting. Early on 
in this book (a chronicle of the author, along with various 
short term companions, riding his bike across the country and 
visiting bars in each state on his route), Greenfield's girlfriend 
is perturbed by some loud singing neighbors at a campsite. 
Now we've all seen Animal House and know exactly what the 
proper drunken response it o an annoying acoustic guitar jam. 
But Greenfield goes over and politely asks them to keep it 
down. He even, seemingly without derision, compliments 
them on their choice of Smashing Pumpkins cover tunes, That 
is not how an out of control AA-reject would handle that 
situation. Of course, Greenfield is the right guy to (soberly) 
recommend a bar or restaurant, and as a guide book this has 
value. His aversion to corporate, trendy, new-fangled bars and 
attraction to neighborhood, old-timey, character-rich dives 
means I may bring this along when I travel (not by bike, 
however), and this book also makes a good case for the value 
and possibilities of bonding with your dad on bike trips. But if 
you want to read a book about Biking While Intoxicated and 
having bike brawls in bike(r) bars, this may not ring your bell. 
Or spin your wheels, Or change your inner tube. Sorry, I'm 
bad with bike metaphors, 


= by Keith 
Rosson (Microcosm) This compilation of the fifteen year-old 
Avow zine is impressive not only because of the writerly late 
issues, with Keith's vivid vignettes about the insecurities of 
being a tattooed punk rocker in a cold world, but also because 
of the zine-ishness of early issues (there's a great Bikini Kill 
interview). Tales of getting his ass -kicked, great xerography 
and comix art, and an interview with a dead artist's ghost 
make this hefty book worth a look. 


Betty Paginated #3\ (www.bettypaginated blogspot.com) It 
would be nearly impossible to critique Dann's long-running 
zine because you simply can't argue against shame-free 
appreciations of porn, wrestling, trashy movies, comic books, 
and collapsed lungs. Well maybe we could all do with less of 
the latter, but thankfully Dan survived. And if you thought 
having a kid would soften him check out this issue's survey of 
hot children show hostesses 





Big Hair and Plastic Grass by Dan Epstein (Thomas Dunne) 
In Dan Epstein's new book the former Chicago rocker 
summarizes the 70s, the most eventful decade in baseball 
history, when the DH, Free Agency, and Astroturf turned 
America’s pastime upside down. While the book covers the 
glories of the Big Red Machine and the ‘77 Yankees-Dodgers 
Series (as well as and Pete Rose's racist rants in Playboy) and 
really glorifies Epstein's heroes Mark "Bird" Fidrych 
and Dock "LSD-assisted no-hitter" Ellis, my fave revelations 
are about despised A's owner Charlie Finley. In the book we 
learn that despite being an evil, prejudiced, anti-labor dick, 
Finley is actually responsible for the decade's magic! His 
cheapness (refusing to pay his players their value, most 
notably Vida Blue who would have had a 30 win season if he 
didn't decide halfway through that he hated playing for his 
team) made Free Agency happen, After Blue refused to 
follow the team's no mustache rule Finley paid a small bonus 
(out of spite) to any other player who grew one, leading to not 
only the decade's hairiness, but Catfish Hunter's glorious 
1870s ‘stache. Not to mention Catfish, Blue Moon, and others 
were Finley-forced into having funny nicknames (he actually 
wanted to give Vida Blue a nickname...he thought he could 
improve on Vida Blue!). Plus, had Reggie Jackson had a 
better human being as a boss maybe his ego would not have 
been fueled by ire and we wouldn't have had the Yankees 70s 
absurdity/greatness. Plus Finley won championships -- 
Chicago great Dick Allen thought his '72 team had a chance 
against the superior A's for most of the season because of 
Oakland's disfunction, but he realized the Sox season was 
doomed when the A's unified...in hatred of Finley! So thanks 
to Epstein I now have a new baseball hero. | didn't mention all 
the drugs, afros, and polyester int he book, but my brother, 
you'll have to get your own. The only thing that could make 


this book better is if it came with a piece of brittle Topps 
baseball card gum, 


Burn Collector #14 (microcosm),Al's worked up about public 
transit and eternal damnation. And while | disagree with him 
about Chicago being a car town (the public transit system, as 
imperfect as it is, is way more functional than the one in Los 
Angeles, and you can get most places 24 hours, not the case is 
most cities) but everything he says about relifgion, Jack Chick 
tracts, Jack Kirby tracts, the fruit of knowlegde, and Mel 
Gibson is right on, Best issue ever, the epic comix will expand 
your cortex. 


The Chicago Music Scene 1960s and 1970s_- Images of 
America by Dean Milano (Arcadia) This collection of photos 
and frustratingly brief captions of hundreds of Chicago 
musicians from the 60s and 70s is great in some ways, weak 
in some ways, and great in some ways because of its 
weaknesses, Because Milano was involved in the folk scene 
this book skews more towards folk and country than perhaps 
was reflected by Chicago's music consumers (I imagine more 
r&b and blues records sold, and there were plenty of venue 
for that stuff, but perhaps less photos survived). There are 
many photos in this book that are pretty common, or pretty 
crummy, or just shot off of records, so that’s disappointing, 
but you get what you can get. And I found a number of small 
factual errors, but since the text is secondary that's not such a 
big deal. Ultimately by choosing obscure and off kilter figures 
for inclusion in the rock (and show band?) section, the Blues, 
R&B, and Soul section, and the jazz section you actual get 
more interesting and strange stuff than if he worked from the 
top down and included only the biggest cats. I certainly never 
heard of Rich Markow the Living Cartoon, but I'm glad to see 
his picture. And you can never see enough Baby Huey photos! 


Chug Chug Inanction, The Paul Show comix (King Vermin) 
These two comix may seem a little raw to get the slick full 
color cover treatment rather than the xerox mini-comic deal, 
but like Chug Chug's favorite team, the Cubs, you can't judge 
Paul Czarnowski's comix by win columns or talent or silly 
stuff like that...it's about heart and tradition and getting really 
drunk before you try to appreciate it! For a Chicago sports fan 
Chug-Chug's misadventure's will ring true (and if you don't 
Jaugh at the punchline "LARRY HIMES!" then maybe you 
ain't the target audience.), For the general fan Paul's other 
comic, vaguely biographical tales about work, watching TV 
and punk rock (he's in an all Simpsons-themed Ramones 
cover band!), Best comic: Paul getting frustrated because you 
can't upload a Thin Lizzy LP into an ipod by smashing the 
vinyl onto the little thing. 


Contango, You: Drawings Early 2010 
(http://www jwikpress.com/) Ja$on and Mahoney deliver two 
beauties - minicomix without any actual comix with printing 
and design that has no "mini" about it. Mahoney's 
"Contango" is a throwback to mondo underground comix of 
the 60s: trippy, drugged out affairs where sketchbook 
scratchings reveal the keys to the universe. "You" is 
downright sober compared to it, With its heavy, intense 
explorations of fonts, drips, weirdness and helmets Ja$on is 
definitely working -- diligently -- towards something. But 
what? What??!!2? My brain is healthier and more damaged 
for seeing these. 
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Cougars and Snappers and Loons (Oh My!) A Midwest 
League Field Guide by Dave Hoekstra (Can't Miss Press) 
Hoekstra, one of the last newspaper writers standing in 
Chicago, has delivered a thoroughly minor league book! And 
by that I don’t mean that his writing his bush league by any 
stretch, but rather that this isn’t another overly self-important 
dire tome about the World Serious or George Will's poetic 
fields of symbolic green or fathers playing catch with sons or 
world shattering moneyball or AMERICA AMERICA 
AMERICA! This is a book that is as casual, pleasant, and 
completely mellow as watching a AA team whose players you 
don’t know and whose place in the standings is irrelevant and 
whose mascots and vendors are as much a part of the team as 
the third baseman. Collecting his columns about the Midwest 
League from the Kane County Cougars programs and 
reflecting on his loves of history, baseball, and spending lazy 
evenings at ballparks, Hoekstra makes it seem like everything 
is right in the game and the region. He lucked out in that the 
Midwest league is full of decades of weird records, characters 
and nuttiness, and especially that he hooked up with a team 
that made the Midwest seem really Midwestern by having a 
program where players, many from foreign countries, would 
live with local host families, making the players important 
parts of the town's community and cultural fabric. This also 
made the players look back on their seasons on the Cougars 
with special fondness, as evidenced by Hoekstra’s locker 
room conversation with Dontrelle Willis, whose career was in 


a horrible downspin in 2008 when Hoekstra approached him. 
Asked to discuss anything else he would have clammed up, 
but recalling his warm memories of his host family, minor 
league coaches, and good times, he had plenty to say, with a 
smile on his face. In these pages the way we meet a lady 
umpire, a minor league ballpark obsessive who's been to 162 
parks, Derrek Lee’s Japanophile father, a baseball-themed 
microbrewer, a Dayton Dragon gospel drummer, lots of 
players, lots of old folks, lots of townies, and a 97 year old 
historian who explains about how the 1909 Hannibal 
Cannibals got their name. If you pay $80 for a Yankees ticket 
and there's Jumbotrons blaring you can forget about ignoring 
the game and noise and reading this book. But next Summer 
you just might want to bring it along to a game in Beloit, or 
Rockford, or Appleton. 


by Mia Partlow & 
Michael Hoerger (Microcosm) A beautifully designed, 2- 
sided, 3 color poster telling the sad, strange tale of the 
Rosenbergs through prose, collage and Freedom of 
Information Act, this publication is most notable for inventing 
a new form... poster book. No, it isn't a book of posters of 
Justin Bieber like the one I bought my underage girlfriend, but 
rather a book in the form of an oversized poster. It will not 
replace Bob Marley and bikini girl posters in dorm rooms, or 
Heimlich posters in restaurants, and believe me, it's not an 
easy read on a crowded bus, but it is a design marvel. 


Dagger #42 (Dagger) I'm a bit torn about Dagger in that I 
LOVE print zines and this has been around forever and it's 
dedicated to great interviews & features with interesting 
bands (this ish has Elf Power, The Clean, & photos of the 
Mummies live), and tons of reviews. But the layout ain't 
gonna win design awards (like we should talk), It never looks 
as good as it reads. Then the website looks crazy fantastic, 
like God's gay brother in law who went to Pratt designed it, I 
almost never would recommend going to a web site over a 
print zine (you should never use a laptop on a lap made lap- 
pish because you are pooping...that's why there's a stack of 
zines on the toilet tank), but I'm leaning that way this time, 


The Darkness to the West by Adam Gnade (Eberhardt) 
*Trailerparks” CD (adamgnade.com) Gnade really casts a 
spell with his recent novel Hymn California, which wove 
together incredibly detailed, vivid scenes with a touch that 
conveyed complexity, ambiguity and sophistication, This 
shorter book (chapbook sized, but maybe that's a poetry-only 
term) is a slightly less satisfying but no less compelling series 
of vignettes involving a whip, some wine, a gun, and 
America. His CD “Trailerparks!" also features vivid, 
masterfully painted scenes, but I'm going to be the dick here 
and say that his literal voice (larynx, tongue, palatte, etc.) 
does not match his literary voice. There's a reason William S, 
Burroughs reading his creepy work is awesome -- he sounds 
like an old, evil creep. Gnade sounds too nice and meek for 
his dark, moody literary madness. 


Dear Andy Kaufman J Hate Your Guts! (Process) Process 
is my favorite publisher; the pleasure and guidance I've gotten 
from their collections of amateur photography and outsider 
musician philosophy have genuinely made me a better man. 
This book collects the mail that poured in after Andy 
Kaufman issued a challenge to any woman who thought they 
could beat at wrestling, requesting letters and (of course) 
photos, There's two beautiful things about this book. The first 
is that despite the narrative that fans of his sitcom, and 
mainstream America, didn't get him, or the harsher narrative 
that his wrestling hijinks (particularly the Memphis stuff) 
involved him making fun of wrestling fans/white trash that 
were too dumb too get the joke, almost everyone writing in 
gets it. These women know he's joking, understand absurdity, 
dig the hype and showbiz aspects, and are answering it with 
funny, tongue in cheek, goofy, beautiful responses. But even 
better is just how great everything actually looks. The 
Polaroids, the stationary, the handwriting, the fashion, the 
hairdos...the 70s were visually balls to the wall! This would 
not work today not only because digital technology has 
eliminated handwriting and shitty photos, but also because 
people could never be as charming while trying to be 
jokesters these days. There's nothing worse than the audience 
member who gets pulled on stage and then tries to be the 
funny guy, but these ladies totally avoid that trap. They're 
sincere and cool, even as they try to be clever and ridiculous. 
Today, with everyone being reality TV savvy, blog writing 
"clever," and TMZ-weaned, a project like this would yield ten 
pounds of charmlessness in a five pound sack. Even the 70s 
pros, with head shots and naked ambition, manage to be off 
kilter and awesome in this great looking book, a book so good 
it almost erases that awful REM song from my brain. 











DEAR MR,UNABOMBER by Ray Cavanaugh (ENC)This 
is a solid debut novel from Roctober columnist Cavanaugh 
(Full Disclosure; I neither read the magazine I'm published in 
nor care about any of my colleagues), Early on the gimmick 
(the diary-style entries take the form of letters to the 
incarcerated Ted Kaczynski) seems to be a thin excuse to tum 
blog-style ruminations about school and relationships and 
boredom into something that feels more relevant, But as the 
book unfolds it becomes clear that though he's not about to 
murder anyone, and more strikingly, despite the fact that he 
would seem to an outsider to be a perfectly regular dude, with 
good grades and girlfriends, our protagonist could not be 
more sympathetic to the Unabomber's antisocialism, In 
contrast to Kaczynski's career as a Harvard whiz kid and an 
anti-technology crusader, our hero is a glorified night school 
slacker and a online addict, But the empty conversations with 
his dysfunctional Match.com mates and the insipid instant 
message and e-mail chatter he engages in seem to be as 
functionally maddening as the voices in any serial killer's 
head. However, their messages are more numbing than 
motivating, and rather than bomb and scheme, our hero seems 
pretty content to watch crime shows, surf the net, and thumb 
through used books that he fantasizes once belonged to his 
luddite manifesto-crafting hero. Cavanuagh proves himself a 
pretty good writer, because if this guide to skating through 
college and these bad date post-mortems aren't 99% 
autobiographical than he has an excellent ear for the ways of 
the world, and if they are true tales than he knows how to put 
life to paper. On the other hand, I would not have minded a 
more formal approach to the same material, with a grander, 
more dramatically functional structure where every passage 
built towards some future action rather than just cumulatively 
building up into as a non-manifesto manifesto. That said, 
there is a fine scene at the conclusion that deftly makes it 
clear that our man will never let himself snugly fit inside 
society's box. And on the 3rd hand (if you are a monkey, that 
would be a foot), there's plenty of awesome Unabomber trivia 
(much culled from smokinggun). 


Duplex Planet #186 (Duplexplanet) There's no bigger booster 
than I of this zine about interviewing the elderly that has been 
around so long it is itself elderly. But I'm a bit torn about the 
latest issue. David Greenberger devotes the entire mag to 
conversations with Maxine Gilboy, a woman who | assume 
has dementia of some sort settling in, where she can't respond 
to questions with "normal" answers. Greenberger is in no way 
making fun of her, and he's impressively patient, and kind, 
and able to steer the conversation vaguely back regardless of 
where it goes, but still, this doesn't feel entirely right. Clearly 
what Greenberger appreciates is the beautiful poetry of semi- 
sensical sentence construction. When asked about giving 
piano lessons she replies, "They let them decide, they damned 
it, the dame damned decide, because you get them. You play 
them and somebody over here is so mad. Let's go and have 
and get some." That's not an undignified or stupid or goofy 
response, and it's certainly a beautiful poem of a some sort, 
but it's sure a shift from the oral histories and beautifully 
weird semi-senile, but kind of responsive, passages that have 
made this book so great over the decades. | think there are 








many compelling reasons to explore the thoughts of someone 
whose mind is somewhere else and really different than 
"standard," but the book length treatment kind of shook me up 
in ways I wasn't ready to be shook. 


Eaves of Ass zine (Craven Rock, 10511 Phinney Ave N 
Seattle WA 98133) Craven supports his writing by travelling 
around the country enacting whatever hustles he can, working 
the welfare state, the tourist industry, medical science, and 
anything else to get by and have enough free time for 
creativity. At least that’s what he’s done for years. This 
tells harrowing tales of trying to get by on the hustle in a 
recession. The writing is sharp, the stories are relatable and 
interesting, and his observations are ass-tute. 


The Elements by the Tinklers (Shattered Wig Press) | was 
surprised to see this book because I knew the Tinklers from a 


couple of great albums I bought years ago at the space that 
sold Shimmy Disc albums next to CBGB's. But according to 
the press release and clippings, and part of a documentary I 
saw on the Documentary Channel (which I didn’t even know 
was a channel until I stopped to watch this movie) the 
Tinklers have been around for over thirty years and have done 
as much writing, art, and happenings as music. This book is a 
brisk, triumphant morsel of edutainment that imparts 
information about several elements occupying the periodic 
table. This is done through a narrative that is sort of like a 
Dick and Jane old time book where a guy and gal go around 
meeting people who conversationally, indirectly teach them 
things. But in this case as we learn about the remarkable 
properties of magnesium from a Milk of Magnesium swilling 
Magnesium, Unlimited intern or sodium’s benefits from a 
little girl at the saltwater beach doing a science fair project, 
each impartation of scientific knowledge also reveals the 
damage our country suffers because of problems in industry 
and labor, and we get glimpses of the inevitable erosion and 
dysfunction in our protagonists’ relationship (that science fair 
girl gets Mary's biological clock ticking, forcing Steven to 
make a heartbreaking false promise). In other words: 
awesome book. (sidenote: Microsoft Word spellcheck had no 
problem with the word “Edutainment” Apparently Bill Gates 
is a KRS-ONE fan.) 





= (Microcosm) In 
answer to the Texas textbook mafia controlling what kids get 
to learn in school this is a collection of short, deftly illustrated 
biographies of American (including South American) heroes 
and martyrs of the left, including Angela Davis, Sitting Bull, 
Ida B. Wells, Audrey Lord, Pablo Neruda, and dozens more. 
This include unlikely entries (Tupac, Studs Terkel), 
controversial figures (Fred Hapton, John Brown) and mostly 
people you have not heard of but will learn about here. 
Whether kids will read this is another question, and the fact 
that they sometimes use the same kind of one sided history as 
their right wing rivals makes this imperfect, but what's 
perfect? And I love the drawings. 








Get Well zine (by Chris Estey) This is a great concept for a 
zine... really, really good writing! 

Give 'Em Soul Richard! Race, Radio & Rhythm & Bi 
in_Chicago by Richard E. Stamz with Patrick A. Roberts 
(University of Illinois) Considering its legacy of WLS, 
WVON, Amos 'n’ Andy, National Barn Dance, the Disco 
Demolition promotion, Paul Harvey, and countless other 
institutions, Chicago may be the most fascinating radio town 
in America. But though there have been a few decent books 
about our broadcast history, memoirs from Chi-Town's iconic 
deejays have been profoundly disappointing. Both Art 
Roberts’ and Pervis Spann's books were self-published fluff, 
Spann's mostly a collection of R&B promo photos that 
weren't even from his collection. Clark Weber's book was also 
mostly photos, not to mention that he was far from the most 
fascinating figure found on the dial. Probably the closest to 
greatness was Herb Kent's recent autobiography, which 
suffers a little from both Kent's radio jive instincts (he 
includes soul music trivia as chapter bumpers) and survival 
instinct (still active in a cutthroat industry, he knows better 
than to tell too many truths). Kent is best, however, when he 
tells of the depths to which he sunk when he was briefly off 
the air, revealing an honest portrait of a hardcore record 
jockey who needs radio to survive. Yet other than some racy 
groupie stories, Kent revealed little about how black radio in 
Chicago operated in its glory days. Incredibly, Richard Stamz, 
who only spent seven years on the air, and devotes less than 
half of his thin memoir to those days, gives more valuable, 
insightful information than perhaps anything I've read about 
the subject prior to the fascinating book. Roberts collected 
Stamz’ stories when the Crown Prince of Soul was pushing, 
and surpassing, the century mark, but amazingly his 
recollections were clear, his anecdotes were insightful, and 








the portraits he paints of Chicago radio legends, some rarely 
heralded (Al Benson), some too-often sanitized (Leonard 
Chess) are vivid. The format here is perfect: Stamz’ stories are 
revealed in conversational, oral history style, the details 
always confirming Stamz' lucidity and analytical powers, but 
the bluster and drama sometimes revealing a storyteller's 
creative flourishes. However, each chapter is prefaced by 
Roberts’ intensely researched introductions, occasionally 
gently challenging some of Stamz' chronologies or facts, but 
more often buttressing his co-authors claims with evidence 
from numerous sources and archives, including Stamz' 
voluminous papers, which the south sider’s daughter made 
available after Stamz' 2007 death at age 101. The first half of 
the book presents amazing pictures of both an unusually 
driven man (working countless jobs and hustles from near 
birth) and the black urban experience in America in the 20th 
Century. From his childhood memories of Beale Street in 
Memphis (including the aftermath of a lynching that haunted 
him for nearly a century), to his experience in the Great 
Migration to the North, to his days in a blackface minstrel 
show, to his breakthrough hustle -- selling visual and audio ad 
space on a painted truck with a mounted loudspeaker - the 
book is riviting. But when he gets into radio (as a result of 
spinning records on his sound truck) the book becomes 
invaluable. His description of the way deejays sold ads at 
WGES, the intricacies of so-called payola, and his theories of 
how to illicit response from black audiences are brilliantly 
conveyed. Despite coming from an academic press, the book 
is inexpensive, ible, and brisk, the main text running a 
little more than 100 pages, But the appendix sections prove as 
exciting as the memoir: a transcription of a radio show not 
only gives the sense of patter and rhythm that is often missing 
from these books (though Weber's included an airshot CD), 
but also shows how nearly every word he said was a paid 
advertisement, Deejays were unsalaried at his station, all their 
income coming from sponsorships, and to hear (figuratively) 
him maintain a natural, soulful flow while pimping laxative 
gum, beer and a weird wine called Purple Cow is fascinating. 
Also included is a transcription of his short-lived TV show, in 
which he does a straight forward interview, revealing the kind 
of journalism Stamz would have been capable of if racial 
barriers had offered him more opportunities, Recomended for 
any fan of Chicago history, Chicago radio, great storytelling, 
R&B music, or distinct personalities. You owe it to 
yourselves to to open the door to Richard and take a handfull 
of his soul pills. 


A Guide to Picking Locks #2 by Nick Adams, how to make 
Soap without burning your face off by raleigh briggs 
(Microcosm) These are two handy, but very different, do it 
yourself books. The guide to lockpicking is pretty thorough, 
explaining all the different kinds of locks and keys and giving 
practical advice on how to practice and hone your skills, But 
the best part of the book is the writer representing himself as a 
thief who has been on hundreds of jobs and seen it all, "I have 
witnessed specialists actually attempt to pick a lock with with 
keyway tools before even checking to see if the lock is 
actually locked," he chuckles, thoug hhe could have offered 
the suggestion since he was there, In contrast raleigh's very 
zine-like handwritten guide is very safety-oriented, and she 
never claims to have robbed anyone's home (or carved a gun 
out fo soap), What's best about her zine is how clear it is, with 
charming diagrams that are halway between visually sublime 
practical illustrations and phone doodles. Best of all, you 
really feel like you could make soap. Unlike in the lockpick 
book; after the fifteenth page of making cardboard practice 
locks and mounting wooden faux doors in high traffic areas of 
your home to encourage frequent practice I not only knew 
lockpicking was not for me, but I felt safer knowing the lazy 
crooks in my area didn't have that kind of discipline either. 


Had Had & drawerer (minicomix by Mahoney) 
(www jwlkpress.com) These two minis are beautiful, rich, 
nonsensical explosions of graphic goodness, Reactivating an 
old offset press, digging up some ancient zipatone, finding 
some vibrant ink colors, and shaking some kooky creatures 
from between brain wrinkles, Mahoney has gone beyond the 
stated goal of capturing zine glory days...these are really 
timeless works of art 











(Cantankerous/microcosm) 
Obviously there's something wrong with making fun of 
someone by calling them gay -- it implies that being gay is in 
itself a punchline which is kind of evil. But goddamnit if it 
still isn’t almost always funny. Especially when applied to the 
mantiest of men like Henry Rollins and Glenn Danzig. 
Dozens of gag panels and diary entries about Hank getting 
into Glenn's London Dungeon -- of his soul --- will tickle 
even the casual hardcore fan. That is "hardcore" as in punk...if 
you're looking for the other gay hardcore stuff this might 








disappoint. But if you want to see a Misfits/Black Flag/Hall & 
Oates supergroup jam a Satanic black mass to the tune of 
"Kiss is on My List” you will be more than satisfied 
Impossibly Funky — A Cahiers du Cinemart Collection by 
Mike White (Bear Manor) I have a new rule about book 
reviews: Any book that has an image of 70s exploitation 
movie torturer/midget porn star/Funkadelic sideman Louis 
DeJesus on the cover instantly gets a stellar review. But even 
without a fine illustration of the littlest Boodsucking Freak 1 
would be spewing all over this fine tome. The material here is 
culled from the pages of my fave film zine Cashiers Du 
Cinemart, Even that title alone was great: a highbrow pun on 
the French film journal Cahiers du Cinema, with a thrown in 
reference to the emerging wave of 
filmmakers/critics/zinesters/eventual bloggers who were 
getting their education not at NYU or UCLA but by working a 
video stores and gobbling up archival and international 
lowbrow VHS releases. That editor Mike White initially made 
a splash by challenging the king of these film nerds, Quentin 
Tarantino, was notable, and to me represented one of the 
reasons to love the zine. White garnered attention not merely 
for writing about QT but by editing together clips of 
Reservoir Dogs with nearly identical scenes from a recent 
Hong Kong film, City of Fire, showing how blatant 
Tarantino's lifts were. While I didn't feel (considering 
Tarantino's style which seemed to be a montage of 
exploitation film tributes/borrows) that crime warranted 
White's righteous indignation, | appreciated that the best zine 
work, the stuff that borders on single-spaced kook pamphlet 
rants, involves stubbornness, blinders, and crazy drive. 
What's more impressive is that with perspective White has 
un-stubborned a bit, and the section of the book devoted to 
this chapter in White’s life gives equal time to his own critics 
(especially regarding White's would be-Pulp Fiction 
debunking). The other running theme in CduC that I truly 
appreciated was their devotion to an obscure, little-loved 
Blaxploitation film called Black Shampoo. Over the years the 
zine went from championing it to interviewing virtually 
everyone involved in the film to celebrating a DVD release 
for which White wrote the liner notes. Unlike the kind of 
confrontational obsession of the QT stuff, the Black Shampoo 
material was all just about pure joyful passion and devotion 
and love, which is something | love to read about no matter 
what the subject. But the thing that unites both of these 
threads is the willingness to do the work. Not only to track 
down obscure films, tirelessly research the production and 
cast, locate off the radar people, and spend hours processing 
stuff, but then putting in the time to make a zine/book to share 
rather than horde this info. The book (which updates most 
articles and includes some new material) features several of 
my fave CduC pieces of all time, There's an interview with 
the guy who played the son in the Rodney Dangerfield classic 
Back to School (a film that features a cameo by Kurt 
Vonnegut helping to write a book report on himself) who 
went on to become an avant-garde feature filmmaker adapting 
Vonnegut to the screen. There's a rundown of every 
unproduced Superman script. There's some of the funniest, 
most obsessive coverage of Star Wars and Lucas’ insane 
tinkerings you'll ever read. There's a Svengoolie interview! 
This book, if such a thing is possible, may actually be funky! 


In Search of the Lost Taste by Joshua Ploeg (Microcosm) I 
suppose I could praise this vegetarian cookbook for its 
narrative magic (the recipes bundled together between stories 
and adventures that despite their globetrotting mystical nature 
seem to provide encouragement and hope that even squatters, 
couch surfers, and touring band members might be able to 
find amazing ingredients and potions to work with) or for its 
excellent illustrations (which switch back and forth from New 
Yorker-esque spot illos to goofy adventures of 
anthropomorphic fruits, grains, and vegetables). But quite 
simply and succinctly, I will end this by saying that this is the 
first vegetarian cookbook I've ever seen where everything 
looks like it will actually taste good. Ploeg never limits 
himself to trying to simulate boring meat dishes with 
deceptive glutens and gourds, and also doesn't limit himself to 
standard hippie fare —- elaborate desserts, cocktails and 
beverages abound. These all seem like flavorful, novel, 
wonderful treats, and when I finally complete my 60-day 
Little Debbie's-only diet, I pledge to give this book a workout. 


Jack Bruce - Composing Himself by Harry Shapiro 
(Jawbone) I may not be the best person to review this because 
I am one of the rare people not enamored with Eric Clapton's 
playing. On the other hand, the fact that I love Cream and 
none of Clapton's later work makes me more intrigued to 
know the story of Bruce, the only member of that power trio 
that managed to remain somewhat anonymous despite the 
group's massive success. Singing and crafting Cream’s songs 








Jack Bruce actually deserved stardom more than Clapton ~ - 
that’s how lead singing usually works. But in creating a new 
template for rock where the thundering guitar and drums (and 
to a lesser degree, Bruce's bass) are so monumental that they 
eclipse traditional rock, it basically takes the “lead” out of 
“lead singer.” Bruce's fate is less surprising when you read 
about what a mess his life has been, fighting with bandmate 
Ginger Baker, befriending heroin, and constantly searching 
for something musical that will either succeed or fulfill him. 
A Glasgowian lad with a knack for music Bruce grew up on 
the rough streets and worked his way into rock by playing in 
proper bands before joining the 60s Brit blues bands that 
everyone seems to have been in. I don’t get the impression, 
however, that he was as enamored with black American music 
as his pals, or if he was, not in the same fawning way. The 
years after Cream (Cream’s short career is but a short portion 
of the book) has him exploring, soaring and usually crashing 
quickly, The best and worst thing about Composing Himself 
are the same thing, As Bruce tries again and again to put 
something together, fails, tries again, fails, tries again it 
becomes kind of monotonous. But I suspect that is exactly 
what the life of Bruce felt like, with a Sisyphusian series of 
disappointments running one into another. This book 
(basically an autobiography, Shapiro is clearly just sprucing 
up Bruce interviews) lets you feel like rock star...but 
unfortunately that rock star is a man who has not had it easy. 


Learning Consent, Doris #15, Doris an anthology 1991- 
2001 (microcosm) Cindy is not only a veteran zine maker -- 
she's a heaven sent prototypical zine maker! You could not 
have a better example of how a xerox, cut-n-paste, 
handwritten/typewriter typed/personal/political/free flowing 
thought/revealing/funny/serious zine is supposed to look or 
feel than her Doris zine, nicely compiled in a recently 
reprinted thick book (that we previously reviewed). Also 
recently reprinted is issue 15, a now decade-old theme issue 
about embracing and combatting depression, told almost 
entirely is un-self conscious stick figure comix. But most 
interesting is her new compilation Learning Good Consent, 
with different perspectives (dude, queer [both flavors}, date 
rape-ee, etc.) on sexual consent. When Antioch College 
established its verbal consent policy back in the early 90s it 
was easy to have mixed feelings about it. Obviously anything 
to prevent rape is a good thing, but telling people how they 
have to talk during sex seemed crazy -- the beauty of sex is 
that it's supposed to be private and personal in a way that 
there's nothing you can do or say that is fucked up or 
wrong,,.with consent of your partner, And there's the rub, 
establishing consent is so crucial, especially amongst people 
as dumb as we all are at 19 or 22 that it’s hard to argue with 
any of the perspectives in this book. More interestingly, it's 
revealing how to many folks consent can be just as freaky a 
turn on as any so-called deviance, 


by Bill Callahan (Drag City) 
Normally the novel in letter form is only slightly less lazy 
than the novel as adolescent girl's diary form, which seems to 
be the only existing form of kid lit these days. That said, if the 
letter writer is super weird, kind of funny, interested in 
violence, and Vortex-connected, you are dealing with an 
atypical reading experience. Throughout this jaunty novelette 
the reader is not sure if the writer of this (to our eyes) one- 
sided correspondence is fantasizing the long distance 
romance, deftly manipulating it, or being destroyed by it, 
Whatever the case, I learned at least one thing from this book. 
Never include in a love letter the phrase: "Do women get 
hairier with age.” 


Miss O'Dell by Chris O'Dell, with Katherine Ketcheam 
(Simon and Schuster) Miss O'Dell was a right-hand person for 
some of the biggest names of the 70's rock era - Fleetwood 
Mac, the Stones, Dylan, the Beatles. Just from riding in the 
shotgun seat with these legends, she has stories galore. 
Because she was the one who had to take care of business 
when the time came for that (as assistant and tour manager), 
her viewpoint is a lot more grounded than the typical hanger- 
on of the time. But after all she'd been through, she still 
manages not to be jaded and bitter, which is something 
you seldom see from a person who was behind the scenes as 
Jong as she was. 


Mongrel zine (mongrelzine.ca) Our policy at Roctober is 
pretty much only to talk to old dudes who were in groups eons 
ago because you figure they have the stories and the 
perspectives. What the hell are we gonna hear from new 
bands? But thank god (or Link or Lux, or whomever you 
worship) for Mongrel! We are grateful that a zine like this 
comes along and shows us how it's done, not only tracking 
down all the stellar new jack garage combos but also 
delivering the goods with great interviews, zine-esque layouts, 
and lotsa goofs and giggles. They even cover garage rock 


visual artists (like our own Johnny Sampson) and include 
killer CDs of mongrel music makers making messes of the 
masses. We're not jealous, just glad Mongrel sets new 
standards and does the dirty work so we don't have to... 


Motorcycho (www.motoreycho.com) What once was the best 
garage rock and motorcycle zine has now dropped the garage 
rock and got caught in a sicle pickle that tastes really good 
(and is crunchy). I don't know jack shit about motorcycles but 
1 could read this all day and night. I could read this while 
being pulverized and sodomized by b-movie bikers and not 
lose focus. I could read this while a 16 year old tried to 
convince me "Ghost Rider" was the best movie of the 21st 
century and not slap him. I could read this while being 
chromed! 


my brain hurts Vol. 2 by Liz Baillie (microcosm) While it is 
little to brag about to say you make the film KIDS seem as 
fake as Beverly Hills boobs, this comic about the trials of 
troubled teen in New York negotiating relationships, mosh 
pits, and the legal system certainly puts Larry Clark's fantasy 
to shame. A really riveting narrative presentation and a 
drawing style that is neither too slick for a zine/di.y. 
presentation nor too rough around the edges to make a lengthy 
read difficult on the eyes, combine to make this impressive. If 
you to deal with a chaste Catholic lesbian, a coma, a contrite 
recovering homophobe, and a paddy wagon-bound condom 
water balloon your brain would hurt too! 


Popular Reality Vol 786, #8, Popular Reality/Psionic Plastic 
zine) The newest issue of PR opens with a rejection 
..they are considered too dangerous for prison! But I 
really dig the previous issue. Ahh...the split zine format! 
Made even more nutty when both zines utilize cut 'n’ paste 
radical manifestos utilizing lots of "found" text, The PPJ 
interview with performance prankster Rev. Billy is the 
highlight, but pretty much it's the entire newsprint, 
broadsheet, squinting, overload experience of the whole thing 
that floats this boat. 


Que Suerte (Olaf) This brilliant comix compilation continues 
to feature the greatest collection of international ultra- 
underground cartoonists tackling a single subject with brilliant 
pantomime comix magic, This "Sailor" theme amazingly has 
the most cohesive content of any issue yet (he's done these 
annually since '92), as clearly the sea and sea men makes 
cartoonists all over the globe think of basically two things: 
Popeye and giant cocks. Or combinations of the two. 









Razorcake (Razorcake) At this point it's a little embarrassing 
that we are reviewing 5 issues of another zine in our zine...we 
are getting slow to publish and old, obviously! But what's 
most impressive about R-Cake is that they don't crank them 
out by repeating themselves, To any American pre-Hot Topic 
punk rock purveyor Maximumrocknroll will always be the 
"punk bible" and the fact is you can 't have a new Bible. But 
that's not to say that Quran or the Book of Mormon don't often 
have better writing, cooler readers, and more rad scene reports 
than the Holy Torah. I really dig the whimsy of Razorcake 
columnists like Rev.Norb, Nardwuar (who meets Nas in 53) 
and the confounding Rhythm Chicken, and 53 also has a 
pretty nice "oral history"-style investigatoin in to the death of 
Mordam distro and the disaster of the Lumberjack distribution 
would be-empire. And as a bonus the psycho interview with 
Nobunny is basically 6 pages of promo for Roctober and 
Chic-A-Go-Go and he gives us "mad props,"54 is a pretty 
good issue: comprehensive Dead Milkmen interview, 
Nardwuar meets Daniel Johnston, and they wrap up the two 
part oral history of the Lumberjack/Mordam punk 
distributorship going kabloowie. Woulda been better if they 
squeezed it into one issue...no heroes or punk ethics in part 
two, making for dryer, sadder reading. And the editorializing 
conclusion is a touch self-righteous. That said, to actually see 
a piece of comprehensive, thoroughly researched investigative 
reporting in a zine is extremely impressive, and considering 
the state of journalism these days, they have put most daily 
papers and websites to shame with this. #55 gets awesome 
points because it reprints an ultra obscure Jay Reatard 
interview from Andria Lisle's zine that he did with himself 
and that is zine history gold! #56 has a lot of sports (both the 
Olympic and World Cup variety) and a lot of Billy 
Bragg...et's see MRR ever make those claims! And 57 has a 
long Pedro Almodovar retrospective (!?!), Especially 
impressive is #58 which manages to have interesting 
interviews with contemporary ridiculous bands (the masked 
Hamburger Help Me and the tasty Kreamy Lectric Santa, not 
to mention BBQ-man himself Mark Sultan) but also has 
Nardwuar attacking Johnny Rotten in person and a smart 
career retrospective/interview with Nervous Gender, Maybe 
we aren't getting our mag done because we're too busy 
reading theirs. 














by Robnoxious (Microcosm) 
Comix & diary zines and interviews about youthful sexual 
exploration. Perhaps the warmest, most endearing, honest 
presentation of underage gay sex you'll ever read. 
Transgendered relatives, self-blow jobs, and failed notes made 
Rob the man he is today...a man who is far from noxious 


Sick — A compilation zine on physical illness - edited by Ben 
Holtzman (microcosm) Using a d.iy. zine style book (which 
comes across in the writing, not in the beautiful, clean design) 
to actually relate something real and heavy (as opposed to real 
and self-indulgent and meaningless, like which Vegan ice 
cream is more cruelty free or how you got beat up outside the 
Avail show) is pretty powerful. These jarring tales of the 
writers’ serious, incurable illnesses is a difficult but rewarding 
read. Moral: Be loving and supportive of your sick friends and 
family, because the health care system and most of their 
friends won't be! 


Smoke Signal (Desert Island) This broadsheet arty comix 
compilation makes Fort Thunder look like Fart Thunder! 
Actually, despite the variety, affinity for imperfect artwork, 
and pleasant pretensions of artiness, the issues of this have 
been more accessible and at times comical than the great 
Brian Chippendale/Brinkamn/etc. publications of yore. 
"Names" like Ron Rege and Johnny Ryan, and should be 
names like Jennifer Grims and Sam Gaskin mix together to 
make a Caesar's Salad of Comix Awesomeness. 


Snake Pit 2007, Snake Pit 2008 (Microcosm) Ben's long 
running daily diary comics, which in three panels usually 
recount going to work, band practice, and getting fucked up 
(plus a soundtrack song noted in the margin) are ultimately 
incredibly mundane, monotonous, and unchallenging. But 
they are also pretty fucking true. Though he leads a fairly 
satisfying life (which alows him to not make tortured genius 
comics or commit suicide) he is seriously providing the kind 
of info here that could be either a user's manual or a Scared 
Straight intervention for anyone considering becoming a rock 
‘n' roll lifer. In both of these volumes Ben's pen teases towards 
some visual shake-ups (historically he has only gone balls out 
weird during his horror movie/Zap comix wasted sequences, 
now he's exploring that weirdo linework more often) and it 
definitely keeps things more off balance and intersting. But in 
2008 when he sort of starts to settle down with his gal, dog, 
and life you really start to sense there could be some big 
changes coming. Of course when getting a dog is your book's 
equivalent to Maus’ concentration camp internment or 
Superman's Krypton explosion you know you are dealing with 
a pretty low key comic. 

The Sovereign (thesovnews.com) I've finally decided what 
bums me out most about the FOX NEWS sponsorship of the 
Tea Party movement. It makes genuine dissent, genuine 
kooks, and genuine revolutionaries look like chumps. A 
bunch of people should always be against the president, and if 
they get that way because they've read everything in print or 
because the voices in their head tell them stuff that's always 
been cool with me, and | would read their single spaced rants 
gladly, But now that people are acting like they are grassroot 
dissidents while being puppeteered by Glenn Beck and Rupert 
Murdoch it makes anyone against Obama suspect. That sucks, 
because I don't want to worry if the Sovereign folks are 
motivated by suckerdom or race fears or whatever, and the 
Tea Baggers make me think that way! That said, this thick 
newsprint rag has a lot of stuff to love -- ridiculous 
pseudonyms for all the writers, semi-coherent political 
cartoons (the only good kind) and every article illustrated by 
80s hardcore and metal imagery. Many of the longer pieces 
are very thoughtful and persuasive, some of the shorter pieces 
are by suckers and unimpressive nutjobs, but overall I want to 
like this. I want to. I am pretty much convinced these aren't 
FOXed chumps, but there's a little doubt in my mind, best 
summarized by one letter to the editor in issue 8: PLEASE 
REMOVE ME FROM YOUR MAILING LIST! TOO MANY 
LAYERS OF SARCASM...CAN'T FIGURE OUT WHAT 
SIDE OF THE ISSUES YOU'RE ON.” 


Sputnik, Masked Men, and Midgets - The Early Days of 
Memphis Wrestling by Ron Hall (Shangri-La) Of all the 
amazing music, video, tour guide books, photo books, and 
rock ‘n’ roll yearbooks the great. +-Memphis 
Jabel/store/institution Shangri-La has unleashed on the world, 
this gorgeous photo book may be the best. There is a brief, 
interesting history of Memphis wrestling included, but truly 
the pictures tell more than words can in this book. The 50s 
rasslers (the book covers not only local Memphis athletes, but 
stars who spent time on the Memphis circuit) like Lou Thesz, 
Baron Leone, Gorgeous George, and the Swedish Angel (not 
Tor Johnson, but scarier looking). Just staring at the hard, 
sculpted, world-weary faces of these man-giants could occupy 


a few hours of your day, but it's when the book hits the 60s 
that photos, clippings, and captions really get rolling. Sputnik 
Monroe was Memphis” ring superhero in the 60s, and with his 
futuristic two-tone hair sitting atop his raw hamburger face 
you can tell what a special dude this is at first sight. One of 
the most insightful passages in the book is one about Monroe 
getting arrested for hanging out with black fans in a black bar. 
He hired a black lawyer to defend him (a Memphis first) but 
made no objections when the judge fined him for breaking the 
segregation rules, That's just the way it was (some ads in this 
even direct black fans to the colored sections of the arena). 
With the “Sputnik” in the title out of the way, let’s get to the 
Masked Men and Midgets. The photos are grouped by 
amazing categories: midget wrestlers, women wrestlers, black 
wrestlers (Rocky Johnson, the Rock's pop, is prominently 
featured), wrestlers who pretended to be ethnic villains and 
heroes, donning turbans, fezes and feathers, depending on the 
country’s pulse at the time, , masked wrestlers, bears who 
wrestled humans, and (the most beloved Memphis wrestler 
ever, Jerry Lawler included) rockin’ wrestlers. It’s very easy 
looking at these photos to understand how wrestling and rock 
‘n’ roll appeal to the exact same comer of the exact same 
brain lobe, and it seems that in Memphis that was particularly 
true. The brief text in this book (including an intro by Lawler) 
tells about sneaking Elvis into matches, and there's a great 
shot of the King (Elvis, not Lawler) rocking a concert in a 
wrasslin’ ring. Also, many of the best grapplers were friends 
with Memphis musicians and cut novelty records. Some of 
these 45s’ labels are reproduced in the book, and a CD 
included has four classic lost records by grappling greats. 
Sputnik actually made a record about clashing with Memphis 
musicians, and Jackie Fargo does a maudlin Red Sovine- 
esque tale of a dying wrestler’s last match to save a child. So 
basically, this is the best book ever. 


13 Years of Goodluck (microcosm) To celebrate their Bar 


Mitzvah, Microcosm published a compilation of their 
zine/mini comix/how to manual excerpts that will help you be 
so d.i.y. that you'll make your own laptop out of recycled pop 
cans and design your own fonts that look like a 13 year old 
girl's loopy handwriting. 


Touch and Go - The Complete Hardcore Punk Zine *79- 
783 by Tesco Vee and Dave Stimson. Edited by Steve Miller 
(Bazillion Points) The best thing about his telephone book- 
thick behemoth is that the zines reprinted are not transformed 
by time. By reprinting all 22 issues of the Lansing, Michigan 
publication in their entirety this doesn’t become a curated 
time capsule, and there’s no 20/20 hindsight or sense of 
nostalgia. The experience of reading reprinted cut-and-pasted 
pages of punk punditry and trivia is timeless, because Bob 
“Tesco Vee” Vermeulen and Dave Stimson were never 
pandering to a demographic. They made this for themselves, 
to amuse each other with infantile humor and to write reviews 
that justified obsessive record purchases. As a hardcore punk 
primer you couldn't do better. Touch and Go knew to cover 
all things Misfits, Minor Threat, and Black Flag, and in those 
di.y. days, none of these bands thought twice about giving 
interviews to a 100-run rag Xeroxed on a school copier. The 
magazine also boldly went beyond punk. Although they do 
get called in an introduction by Byron Coley (there are also 
intros by Ian Mackaye, Henry Rollins and others) for 
championing “ska shit,” the magazine got away with left 
tums, like lengthy celebrations of the Bronx post-disco act 
ESG and gay pop band the Fast. Considering that Vee is best 
known as the songwriter for the intentionally obnoxious 
Meatmen (“Crippled Children Suck”) what's most impressive 
about Touch and Go is that it was really about shameless love; 
about geeking out about almost everything punk, English, or 
different. That said, there's plenty of bile in the pages as well, 
especially Stimson’s extended rants against Lansing clubs, 
journalists, and crowds, that read as more universal than local. 
Probably the funniest passage in the book is by neither Vee or 
Stimson, but clueless Lansing rock critic David Winkelstem 
whose newspaper review of a Black Flag concert makes him 
sound like a character in a Christopher Guest mockumentary. 
Pasted into a page of Stimson skewerings is Winkelstern 
whining, “the music theme to the night seemed to be bash- 
bash-bash, crash-crash-crash, who cares if it sounds like 
trash?” Fortunately a few people did care enough to keep 
copies of these issues out of the trash, and this impressive 
collection is a tribute to the surviving anti-Winkelsterns. 


Truman Bentley, Jr. newsletter (3219 Carden Dr. 
Columbus GA 31907-2143) Not sure what Bentley, Jr. wants 
to officially call this thing (at one point he toys with the name 
“Zero Human Population Newsletter”), and not sure if he’s 
still doing it, as the constant flow of thick envelopes I 
received for a year has slowed down (I last got one mid- 
summer), And more importantly, I don’t know what the heck 


this is! Like all great “kook"-style 
manifesto/diatribe/handouts this densely-packed single sheet 
Xerox is single spaced, cut-n-paste graphic aided, and has 
hints of paranoia, megalomania, xenophobia, and other words 
ending with vowels. Yet Bentley also seems to be a very 
smart dude who is perhaps parodying these tropes. His humor 
is always evident, and when he gets all power mad he uses 
hyperbole and absurdity, declaring things like, “TRUMAN is 
GOD,” The NEWSLETTER is a HOLY CULT,” “Love is 
only for TRUMAN. He is the KING, THE PRINCE, GOD- 
FUHRER MAGI of all life.” He also seems to be far from an 
outsider, having enough knowledge of fluxus and dada to 
dismiss the movements. And for a serious cult leader he 
makes lotsa nutty pop culture references to things like the 
Three Stooges, The Avengers TV show, Spongebob, and 
Mayberry RFD. And his biography is so murky he almost 
seems fictional. Does he work at a Florida restaurant called 
Snacky’s Shack? Does he make a cable access show? Does 
his daughter go to a posh elite religious school? Was he the 
best worker at a pizza place in college? Is he a car expert, 
helping promote car shows or races? Is he KING? But saying 
all that, if it turned out he isn't “real,” and this is some kind of 
hipster joke | would be shocked, because Truman Bentley, Jr. 
works so hard and is so dedicated that this is a true work of 
art, passion, drive, and some kind of genius. Whatever this 
thing is I will always respect it, and encourage folks to send a 
couple bucks his way for a sample, if only for one densely 
packed page commencing with one of my fave opening 
passages ever: “CONTINUED FROM ANOTHER 
NEWSLETTER:----CAT FOOD. The main SPACE 
ALIENS have heads that are CATS” 


is by Chris P. Morgan 
(First As Tragedy Then As Farce) The essays are important, 
not so much spoofing the lectures of academia, but rather 
taking up some lost art of informed, intellectual dandyism, 
saying little and offering the absurd, but weaving a web of 
words that makes it all seem germane, urbane, and not insane. 
Which is particularly impressive with essay #2, a Modest 
Proposal-style treatise on how the path to America’s future 
economic health involves monetizing necrophilia. And he 
makes a good argument. “Code Blue,” all the way! 


UGLY THINGS #29 (ugly-things.com) Apparently this is the 
thickest issue yet of this telephone book-thick zine, so unlike 
other magazines that may be "the bible of punk" or the "bible 
of whatever Tape Op is the bible of,” this is actually longer 
than the New Testament. While this remarkable chronicle of 
unjustly obscure archival garage, beat, rock ‘'n’ roll, punk, 
R&B sounds does its usual trick (presenting lengthy 
fascinating fully illustrated career overviews/interviews with 
remarkable bands you've never heard of and will probably 
never hear but still can't put their story down) this issue is a 
special treat for zine-aholics like myself. An article about the 
amazing Imperial Dogs, zinester Don Waller's ridiculous 
proto punk band that somehow got an anarchic concert 
videotaped (!) in 1974, augmented by a sidebar about his 
work on Back Door Man zine; a killer anecdote-ish article by 
zine legend Phil Milstein about his misadventures trying to 
transition from Velvet Underground fanzine CEO to Nico 
bootlegger; a collection of one sentence insult reviews from 
Greg Provost's 1970s zine Future ("CHARLIE DANIELS - 
Midnight Wind - Go blow, Fatso.");plus some reverence for 
the late, great Bomp. In addition you get the best Sky Saxon 
obits you'll read, a review section that will make you wish you 
have a zillion dollars to buy everything, the Australian epic of 
The Masters Apprentices, and so much more. 





(microcosm) Genuinely depressing 
ruminations on the debilitating effects of being without work. 
And the sad conclusion I reached after reading this: being 
smart and unemployed must be worse than being dumb and 
unemployed. Because just knowing the word "purgatorial” 
makes your situation become more distinctively so. 


Xerography Debt (Microcosm) There's nothing I love more 
than good, or even mediocre or bad, but still original, zines, 
There's a lot fewer out there these days with this whole 
internet fad, so | have to champion Microcosm which has 
spent years helping distribute, compile into books, and often 
publish some of the best zines out there. One of the driving 
forces of the zine explosion in the 90s was Seth Freidman's 
revival of Factsheet Five, a printed zine review/info guide that 
in the pre World Wide Web days helped feed a worldwide 
web of zinemakers, mail artists, manifesto makers, diary 
sharers, and kooks. There are less good zines these days, and 
there's also way less zine review zines, and some of those out 
there are pretty dry. Xerography Debt is one of the best, with 
writers really injecting perosnality into reviews. So out of 
love for Microcosm and Xerography Debt I'm going to 
pretend I can't think of any conflict of interest of a publisher 











publishing a zine that inevitably reviews its other 
publications. This is me pretending. And enjoying the well- 
written reviews, and ordering a bunch of zines. Not all of 
them from Microcosm. This is less a zine review zine than a 
Zine Revue zine, for while they do review tons of zines (often 
having varied reviewers contemplate the same publication) 
what they really do is put on an amzing show about the 
history, mysteries and magic of zines in general The 
mechanics of publishing, the philosphy of zine-ism, the search 
for the first zine, a Where Are They Now of 90s zinsters, a 
journey into "non Profit" status, and more More MORE! This 
is basically a multiple zinegasm! 


Zine World #29 (undergroundpress.com) This review zine 
(that reviews zines) reads more like a d.iy. manifesto than a 
collection of reviews. They want you to make your own, cut it 
and paste it, send it out, think about the aesthetics, language 
and culture of zining, decide if you like the term "zinester" 
and know where you can send it around the world. Well, I'm 
convinced, and I'm keen on zines! 


Zisk #19 (http://ziskmagazine.blogspot.conv/2010/08/zisk- 
19.html) The latest issue of my fave baseball zine is mostly 
devoted to celebrating, and in some cases denigrating, Ichiro 
Suzuki. While there's some great anecdotal, funny, oddball, 
and poetic stuff about him, the issue's one error (depending on 
the official scorer’s ruling) is that it gets a little bit too much 
into the dry stats analysis that's in regular baseball magazines, 
and shouldn;t bog down inthe baseball magazine for people 
who hate baseball magazines. Also, amazingly for the last few 
years it never occurred to me that Ichiro wasn't pure Hall of 
Fame material, yet the discourse in this zine (including dry, 
boring stats) made me think twice. And I hate thinking twice. 
But Slink Moss' Ichiro comic made me go blissfully brain 
numb again! Slink and Ichiro rule! 


MOVIES/DVDS/VIDEO GAMES 
America's Music Legacy DVD series (MVD) These DVDs, 
culled from some kind of early 80s series of productions 
called America's Music (was it on TV? Home video? 
Europe?) are much better than you would expect from 80s 
concerts by pre-80s artists. By gathering talented groups of 
artists and having them play with house bands for nostalgia 
crowds you should get something as lifeless as those PBS 
oldies pledge drive shows or that Ohne Filter series of DVDs 
that has great blues cats being consumed by 80s musical 
cliches. Yet somehow each very different volume of this has 
something worth watching. The weirdest one is probably 
"Rhythm & Blues,” as the producers seem to have defined 
R&B as any black secular music. Ever. Hosted by Billy 
Eckstine (who kicks things off unpromisingly by promising 
some kind of window into the souls of black folk) this opens 
with shadows of black minstrelsy, as Brook Benton sings a 
plantation-recalling "Bollweevil" and Scatman Crothers turns 
back the clock to vaudeville. It's obvious from the jump that 
the dinner lounge style band isn't going to to be kicking out 
powerful soul or jumping R&B (except when Billy Preston 
plays along, leading them somewhere deeper), but several 
artists fantastic voices thrive when framed by this type of 
music, particularly Eckstine and O..C Smith, and the slick 
sounds contrast well with Sam Moore's rough voice. And 
Ruth Brown deftly shows how ready she was for her soon-to- 
come corny Broadway comeback. Perhaps the most solid disc 
in the series is "Gospel," because no genre embraced, 
understood, and elevated cheezy 80s keyboard sounds like 
black gospel music (the cheap church keyboards they had 
been utilizing must have braced them for it). Standouts 
include the Winans, Andrae Crouch, Walter Hawkins, and the 
Robeson-esque Wentley Phipps, who I'd only previously on 
the Minnie Ripperton memorial episode of Soul Train. The 
"Country and Western" volume is similarly solid, balancing 
slick modern country by Sylvia with old time Opry stuff by 
Eddie Dean, with some crack young traditionalists like Ricky 
Skaggs and Doug Kershaw thrown in. The highlight of this 
thing is a long set by Jerry Lee Lewis, who apparantly was not 
told he was supposed to play his country material. Speaking 
of old time rock n roll, the "Rock 'n Roll" volume kicks off 
with Fabian croaking out that Bob Segar tune, but it's all 
uphill from there. While this kind of oldies stuff is common to 
see, better to see it in the 80s when there were still original 
Coasters and Diamonds in the lineups. Then again, maybe the 
early 80s were not the best time to catch the great Lou 
Chrisitie (or "Christy" as the box says) who is done no favors 
by his two-tone, swoop-topped mullet and smarmy non- 
falsetto singing voice. But when he kicks in to the high- 
pitched oddball magical singing that makes lightning strike all 
is forgiven...even his shake dancing! He also pairs up with the 
great Lesley Gore who is magnificent here. One interesting 
aspect of this is that this house band has the capacity to switch 
into heavy rock mode, and does it (sensibly) for Bo Diddley, 


who is not being an oldies act here, but rather a vital, verile 
rocker. The band also kicks it hard for (not quite as sensibly) 
Chubby Checker, who actually gets the crowd rocking like a 
Metallica concert. There's apparantly a few more volumes of 
this and I'm looking forward to seeing them, 


Blank Generation DVD (MVD) Ever wonder why this 1980 
movie, filmed in_1978, isn't considered a punk rock classic, a 
must see for New York bowery punk fans? Well, this DVD 
release provides the answer. On the plus side, there's great 
Voidoids performances at CBGBs (though the film amnages 
to include the total track at least 7 times in the short film), and 
there's a riveting cameo by Andy Warhol. But for the most 
part director Ulli Lommel gets it all wrong. Though he 
quickly settled into making exploitation horror films better 
suited to his talents, Lommel, a German actor/director who 
had worked with Fassbinder, on this and its better known 
contemporary Cocaine Cowboys, was making believe he was 
a brilliant art director. Not only is this awkward, shallow film 
kind of embarrassing along those lines, but the idea that you 
would make a story about the grimy New York punk scene of 
the 70s and use a template/script that seems to be split 
between being written about slimy record execs trying to sign 
the new Elvis and some kind of trite tortured jazz artist story 
really misses the vein. The wooden acting of Hell and 
beautiful future Bond girl Carole Bouquet doesn't help. Or 
maybe it does. The film is totally watchable and kind of fun 
because it's so flat and hokey and off the mark. Poetically, 
half the characters walk around with cameras in their hands, 
inanely filming everything around them and thinking their 
activities are way deeper and more profound and less 
ridiculous than they actually are. On the DVD box Hell says a 
bonus feature interview with him is "better than the movie 
itself,” which is accurate. It's great to hear him remember 
what was going on, and it makes this DVD worth having. 


Cactus "Live Loud and Proud" (MVD) In 2006 Cactus, the 
band that Vanilla Fudge morphed into, had as complete a 
reunion as possible (vocalist Rusty Day is no longer with us, 
having tragically made a terrible career decision by 
miscalculating that replacing Bon Scott in AC/DC was a 
worse option than dealing cocaine to armed lunatics). While 
I'm not a huge fan of singer-free reunions (someone from 
some version of Savoy Brown fills in) and while this is a 
terribly shot and edited concert, the band still sounds good, 
delivering the heavy, yet fun, post-blues rock that Van Halen 
was modeled on. Awesome Carmine Appice drum solo 
included at no extra charge! 


Eric Clapton - The 1960's Review DVD (MVD) When DVDs 
in this series (and related series) delve into the British 
whiteboy blues scene that got all the stones rolling back in the 
day it's usually kind of awesome because the core bands from 
those days never became the kind of superstars that turn down 
interviews. So in the case of guitar "god" Clapton you actually 
get to hear John Mayall break down the Bluesbreakers days. 
you get to hear original Roosters crow and Yardbirds squawk. 
That said, this really picks up steam when discussing the 
Cream days, not only because of the footage, the inclusion of 
the curveball "Wrapping Paper" single (a power-free song 
from the best ever power trio), and a feel for the dynamics of 
a great group with bad personal chemistry, but also because 
they have archive footage (ranging from '68-'05) of Clappy 
himself weighing in on the band. Obviously Clapton is not 
exactly a philosopher or a charismatic stage presence -- he lets 
his licks do the tricks -- so there's a limited value to hearing 
him talk, but even if you're not a fan this is a pretty good 
primer on why so many worship this false god. 


Drop Dead Rock (MVD) The kindest thing one can say about 
this newly released 1996 would-be rock 'n' roll comedy is that 
both Adam Ant and Debbie Harry both look good and deliver 
their lines coherently. Other than that it's hard to be too 
enthusiastic about this fart of a farce in which a terrible garage 
band kidnaps a washed up 80s punk-ish star (not sure if he's 
supposed to spoof Billy Idol, Gary Glitter, John Lydon, or a 
member of Sigue Sigue Sputnik) as the star's treacherous 
manager and balloon-boobed wife (and some random 
terrorists) conspire against him. Musically it's OK, as the two 
songs that are repeated over and over are kind of ridiculous 
and rocking, but as far as story, acting, gags, and tone this is 
pretty flat. That said, I sort of recommend this for the bonus 
feature/making of/director’s commentary. Produced by the 
guys who did the Beastie Boys video "Fight For Your Right 
to Party,” you'd expect them to be pretty clever and in on the 
jokes, but unfortunately at no point in their comments do they 
acknowledge that the movie kind of sucks (Lloyd Kaufman 
never makes that mistake), but other than that it's pretty 
valuable to hear them give genuinely practical tips about how 
to make a no budget movie and make it look professional. 
They also point out that only crew/cast member who went on 


to become a superstar was the costume designer, which makes 
you realize how important wardrobe is, because rocker Spazz- 
O's stupid costume and the rest of the couture really do 
elevate this thing. 


Final Flesh DVD (Drag City) So the deal here is that the 
conceptualist behind Final Flesh found a porn production 
company in St. Louis that for a fee will have its stars play out 
your darkest sexual fantasies on camera. So our creator, 
Vernon Chatman, crafted an apocalyptic absurdist script, with 
as much humiliation of actors (pulling eggs from their 
pudenda, toilet sitting, and painfully nonsensical stilted 
dialogue) as any semi-amateur porno, but no full-on sex. 
‘Well, kind of no sex. A body-builder tricked into dressing as a 
baby tries to re-enter a woman's womb, so you do get some 
very un-erotic head to vagina action. But womb-returning 
aside, basically, unlike its prankish predecessor John Trubee's 
legendary "Blind Man's Penis" song-poem (where Trubee 
submitted an awful, offensive song about Stevie Wonder's 
dick to a service that scams aspiring songwriters by recording 
their songs "professionally" for a fee), this project would not 
be censored to become semi-reasonable. Instead, this project 
will involve the hired-hack porn auteurs reverse-censoring 
themselves: reigning in their hardcore instincts to make the 
film as sex-free as the client insists. I'm a little torn here. I can 
certainly see that a white prankster emasculating a desperate- 
for-money black man by dressing him as a baby and making 
him crawl around for our amusement recalls the worst aspects 
of 19th Century black minstrelsy. But on second thought, I bet 
that dude was glad to not have to do the vile shit he usually 
gets paid for. And at least the woman he tried to re- 
wombinate was clean (from washing herself in the tears of 
corrupt politicians and angel blood). And it's also notable that 
perhaps the humiliated dude deserved it, because after he 
mispronounces “fascist” his co-star puts a little emphasis on it 
as she pronounces it correctly, as if to say,"Fuck you, you 
dumbass musclehead!” So, in conclusion...a blind man's penis 
is erect because he is blind 


Futurama (Comedy Central) It's just not funny enough, even 
with robot orgy jokes. 


Gold — Before Woodstock, Beyond Reality, (MVD) Historical 
because it features Second City's Del Close and the MCS and 
hysterical because it's totally wacked out, this 1968 hippie 
mondo western farce features dirty politics, psychedelic sex, a 
marauding clown, train hijinks, lots of gloriously floppy 
boobs and flacid penises, wailing guitars and (of course) 
improv! Ridiculously awesome, this is better than any of the 
fake freakout films of the era, as this seems like a genuine 
diy. weirdo movie, Better seen than described it's awesome 
this is on DVD. Plus lots of great bonus features (including 
cable access and UCB stuff!). 


Jan Dury - Rare and Unseen, Cliff Richard - Rare and 
Unseen (MVD) This DVD series is not deceptive, even 
though you may not get what you're expecting. They find rare, 
virtually unseen TV appearances and video footage of musical 
figures and edit it a bit, but include long, significant portions, 
so any true fan will be excited to see it. In the case of Dury, 
the music hall comedy-style punk rocker (who was twice the 
Sex Pistols’ ages in '77) even casual fans will be delighted to 
see his big, bouncy personality shine in clips ranging from the 
70s to just before his death, including dynamic musical 
performances of (amongst others) "Sex & Drugs & Rock & 
Roll” and "Sweet Gene Vincent" (which made me decide that 
was his peak). In addition to the great songs, every 
appearance he ever did, be it for a a flippant talk show, a dry 
program about handicap advocacy (Dury had polio s a young 
man), or a cameo on a cop show, makes him seem funnier, 
stranger and more interesting. Fan or not, this is a great DVD. 
The Richard edition is a bit less valuable, in part because it is 
virtually music free, featuring only a few snippets of Richard 
singing a cover tune. Considering the great Shadows reunion 
concert DVD that just came out this doesn't really show much 
of what makes him special. That said, it's pretty interesting, 
and for a Richard fan likely a must have because it's full of 
rare interviews dating back to the days the BBC was in black 
and white..and because every interview included makes 
Richard seem like a super square. It seems every rare and 
unseen clip they found (other than a press conference for the 
recent reunion) is about being a born again Christian or 
worrying about how the Bowies and Alice Coopers of the 
world are making a bad impression on the kids, I suppose if 
you're a less colorful character than Dury lost footage isn't 
always going to be as fun. 


If It Ain’t Cheap, It Ain't Punk (Microcosm/plan-it-x) The 
best thing I learned from this documentary (which is about the 
friendly side of the diy. punk scene in general and plan-it-x 
records in Bloomington in particular) is that the main problem 











with the 80s American hardcore scene that carved out the 
diy. punk touring circuit is not that they were violent or 
aggressive but that you couldn't understand the words. So the 
revolution of melodic bands like Fifteen is not about punk 
needing to get woosier but that you can make more friends 
and get your message across better if you enunciate. While the 
organizing and fellowship and love in this scene is feels pretty 
awesome in this flick, I think the best part of this scene is the 
embrace of old time instruments. Mandolins and violins are as 
punk as they wanna be! And their love of Japanther, the only 
band in this doc that I really actually like musically, makes 
me have even more respect for the Bloomintonians. 


Imperial Dogs “Live in Long Beach (October 30, 1974)” 
(Imperial Dogs) This DVD is amazing not merely for the 
content (Stooges-esque proto-punk from before many were 
considering doing such a thing) but for what it is (a 
videotaped performance of an obscure band before ANYONE 
was considering doing such a thing). Don Waller, who would 
go on to write your fave reissue liner notes, Motown books 
and scrappy Back Door fanzine articles) tells the story better 
in the liner notes than I possibly could, but basically this loud, 
crude, swastika-bearing, audience abusing, punk band had a 
friend who managed to convince her school she was doing 
research that involved putting on this concert and recording it 
on an ancient open reel video tape machine...and she wasn't 
lying! Then she had the wherewithal to BUY THE TAPE 
FROM THE SCHOOL! Like the monks on German teen 
dance TV half the fun of this is seeing the audience (in the 
bright light necessitated by the taping) not knowing how the 
hell to react. And the rest of the fun is seeing Waller strutting, 
crawling, and doing his best degenerate, abusive, white guy 
version of the theatricality he already loved in James Brown 
and Co, The intro banter to the songs, the fact that this was 
shot on black and white video (!), and the shoulda been 
classic songs like "Just Kids," "Amphetamine Superman,” and 
their claim to fame, "This Ain't the Summer of Love," which 
they sold to Blue Oyster Cult who really just used the title 
(this version is scarier), make this a hard product to pass up. 


Leonard Cohen's Lonesome Heroes (MVD) First I'd like to 
make a meaningless observation...Looking at the photos on 
this DVD if a Star Trek fan bought it by mistake thinking it 
was "Leonard Nimoy's Lonesome Heroes" | wouldn't blame 
him, This guy is a pair of elf ears away from of being "In 
Search Of..." things, Speaking of searching, you would have 
to be pretty deep Cohen cultist to need to see this 
documentary that deeply documents the poet/singer's 
influences. It tells of the writers and folk singers (including 
Cohen loyalist Judy Collins, who appears in the film) and 
Grand Ole Opry stars that tunred LC into the Dylan/Jacques 
Brel/Serge Gainsbourg fusion that he was (though Serge is not 
included as a major influence). The Cohen "Under Review" 
DVD was actually pretty interesting because the literary 
content took the producers out of their classic rock 
wheelhouse, but this is a bit too much talk for my tastes. 


Let Them Know — The Story of Youth Brigade and BYO 
Records DVD (BYO) My first thought on seeing that there is 
a documentary on this veteran SoCal hardcore punk band is 
that it seems unnecessary: they were the subject of the 
greatest hardcore punk documentary of all time, Another State 
of Mind. Of course, it's fair to want to know what happened to 
the Stern brothers over the last 28 years, so I'll give this a 
pass. The second thing that occurs when watching this is that 
it seems a little weird for BYO to release a documentary about 
themselves where the praise of the Sterns brilliance is so 
effusive. This at times feels like the episode of WKRP where 
everyone feels compelled to say nice things about Herb to the 
TV crew. And even when they get critical (like the coverage 
of Youth Brigade’s brief rebirth as non-punk The Brigade, 
which had the singing Stern doing his best Nick Cave art rock 
impersonation) it always ends with someone convincing you 
that everything was awesome and perfect. That said, I really 
liked this film. While the fluffy, in-house industrial quality 
might not make it a masterpiece, I can’t think of any reason 
not to be super positive about BYO and Youth Brigade. I am 
not a fan of Orange County/pop punk/post-Masque SoCal 
punk in general, but Youth Brigade, Seven Seconds, and the 
BYO comps are as good as that got, and anyone who's seen 
Another State (which is dissected, revisited, and at moments, 
re-staged here) has to be a fan of the band that didn’t pussy 
out like Social Distortion. Because the Sterns were so 
ambitious, so resourceful, and such good organizers, you get 
an overview of a label/family/collective with so many 
chapters it stays compelling. They coexist with the early L.A. 
punk bands, they start what they see as an actual 
commune/organization, they open their own club, they book 
the biggest punk shows the region has ever seen, they oversee 
riots, they film a documentary, they start the swing revival. 


they capitalize on the corporate punk resurgence, they keep it 
real...there’s a lot to cover here and it's all interesting. 
Highlights include the always-authoritative Ian Mackaye 
being interviewed on the same Dischord House steps seen in 
Another State, and the consistently funny Fat Mike from 
NOFX sharing really good anecdotes (director Jeff Alusis did 
the NOFX reality show). Even the 90s bands reflecting on 
BYO is not a turnoff to old schoolers cause they're so sincere. 
This comes packaged with a double LP and book, and I was a 
litle surprised how little actual Youth Brigade (as opposed to 
cover versions, and 7 Seconds’ "Sink with California” is pretty 
good) is included on the comp, but so it goes, 


Michael Jackson ~ The Trial and Triumph of the King of 
Pop (rock city) Sure it was easy to make a compelling video 
by just putting the cameras on the wackos waiting outside the 
Michael Jackson molestation trial, and sure it was a good idea 
to release this on what they thought would be the payoff of 
coinciding with Jackson's return to stage but turned out to be a 
lot bigger, and sure this has cable access production values. 
BUT compared with the level of discourse, journalism, and 
intelligence on Access Hollywood, The Insider, TMZ, etc, 
this is smarter, more fun, somewhat more balanced (despite 
being super in favor of Jackson), and easier to watch. Just 
asking celebs like Kanye, Mo'Nique and Shemar Moore to say 
something nice about Jackson when you randomly put a 
camera in their face is probably better than letting their 
publicist prepare an answer for Billy Bush to read. And what's 
more fun to watch than kooky MJ impersonators, Euro 
superfans, and crazed obsessors? 


Paul McCartney Really is Dead - The Last Testament of 
George Harrison? (MVD) If one were to judge the five 
minute opening framing device, a story about the producers 
receiving a mysterious package containing mini-cassettes with 
George Harrison's deathbed confessions about the Beatles’ 
secrets, then perhaps this would be a mockumentary, or a 
parody, or an absurdist art project. But when the film kicks in, 
and we have a history of the Beatles told by voice-over 
George, it becomes something else. For an hour and a half, 
utilizing stock film and photos, Beatles press appearances, 
album art details, and backmasked audio clips (do copyrighted 
works become public domain when you play them 
backwards?) we lear the story of the grisly, gruesome death 
of Paul and the rise of false Paul, or "Faul." What the movie 
then becomes is dramatized, deftly edited, entertaining 
Presentation of every obscure detail that has ever been 
attributed as a clue to Paul's death. Every secretly coded lyric, 
every album cover image that covertly John designed as 
symbol, clue and confession, every font that when held to a 
mirror, connected with dots like a stellar constellation, or read 
a8 anagram reveals information about Paul's intimate funeral, 
shocking decapitation, nasty eye injury, and the blowing out 
of his mind in a car, etc. So basically this project becomes 
Wikipedia Page: The Movie. \n doing so it transcends even 
the most conspiracy theory kook detailed collection of Paul Is 
Dead ephemera because by isolating, emphasizing, and 
sometimes animating, the album cover clues and lyric sheets 
in clever and entertaining ways this repetitive screed becomes 
hypnotizing. Having not visited the actual Wikipedia about 
this stuff I don't know how much they made up out of whimsy 
and how much is accepted Paul Is Dead camp lore. I assume 
the elaborate conspiracy involving British secret intelligence, 
Dick Clark, and the cosmetically altered elderly woman now 
known as Heather Mills may have been inventions of the 
filmmaker, but obviously the fact that Britain assassinated two 
Beatles who were about to reveal the truth is true. And I have 
no doubt the Beatles visited the Maharishi not for 
enlightenment but in a futile attempt to get true Paul's soul 
injected into Faul's body. | mean, everyone knows that, duh!?! 


Monks ~ the transatlantic feedback a film by dietmar post & 
lucia palacios DVD, Silver Monk Time - a tribute to the 
monks CD (Play Loud!) Despite a British Beatles boost, 
garage rock is thoroughly American...in fact garages 
themselves are pretty damn American; politicians don’t 
promise chickens in every pot and cars in every driveway, 
because they knew Americans wanted to have to move their 
automobile so their teenage sons can practice “Louie Louie.” 
Thus it’s no surprise that when Americans heard the mind- 
blowing proto-punk music made by the mid-60s, German- 
based American ex-soldiers the monks it immediately 
registered on this side of the sea as some of the greatest 
garage rock ever recorded. Sure there was a tinge of 
contrarian, nihilist avant-garde in their unprecedented 
instrumentation (buzzsaw electric banjo. thundering all-floor 
tom tribal drumming), dark lyrics about hate and war 
causalties, and strange black outfits that mirrored actual 
monks, right down to the shaved tonsure haircuts. But us 
Yanks figured Count V wore capes, The Phantom wore a 


mask, when he howled “Love Me,” and the monks shaved 
circles in their heads — it's a great gimmick, not art! I'm 
giving all this background to explain the sometimes cold, 
sometimes harsh reaction this remarkable film has received 
from factions of the American garage rock community. Post 
and Palacios, who caught monks fever decades ago in 
Germany, began working on this documentary at the best 
time; in the years after bassist Eddie Shaw’s book had finally 
provided background on the mysterious band, and in the years 
surrounding the act’s one full reunion. Considering the 
subsequent deaths of two of the five monks, and the re- 
submersion into shadows of formally lost monk, Larry, this is 
pretty much the only monks documentary that can ever be 
made. And thus, the fact that the filmmakers see the band as 
more of a brilliant art project than a garage rock phenomenon 
rubs some folks the wrong way. Also, the fact that the 
filmmakers attribute a lot of the brilliance of the project to the 
band’s svengali managers who had a lot of the weird ideas is 
reasonable but frustrating in a few ways. The most obvious 
frustration is that while all the monks are ready and willing to 
talk, the management isn’t interested in being on camera and 
revisiting what they must consider a short-lived failure. But 
worse is that despite the guidance the monks received 
unquestionably making something genuinely unique out of a 
regular beat club band (albeit one with more diverse talent 
than their peers, considering the way the group's membership 
represent not only the breadth of America’s wide geography, 
but also its musical breadth, as jazz, rockabilly, R&B, and 
C&W were in the backgrounds of the unlikely quintet), the 
filmmakers may be giving to much credit to their 
management. Much emphasis is put on a manifesto the group 
committed to, but part of that manifesto was to never smile on 
stage, and footage of Gary Burger on German TV shows that 
although the group embraced much Teutonic tutelage, they 
were American pickers and grinners all the way, and what 
made each monk special was the way they were not sheep- 
like, but thoroughly individual, But I don’t begrudge the 
German filmmakers in any way for giving a German 
perspective on this band, and the incredible research, 
intelligent interviews, and excellent editing make this a must 
see. Sure, one could argue that a tangent into the work of a 
German director who was scheduled to work with the monks 
but never got to bring his vision to fruition may be 
indulgent...but shit, if you found sexed-up ancient footage of 
a nubile, pre-disco Donna Summer in an avant-garde TV 
commercial you would leave it on the cutting room floor? 1 
can see why some garage intelligentsia (and to a lesser 
degree, a monk or two) have had some objections to this, but 
they are misguided. Monks-philes need to embrace this last 
look at the full band. Similarly, one can see how garage 
purists would be aghast at the double CD compilation "silver 
monk time," a tribute CD to the five American G.1.s gone 
monk-y. But here they are completely off base. This CD 
includes futuristic artists like Alec Empire and Psychic TV, 
German art rockers like Faust and Fehifarben, and big names 
that don't necessarily register as big amongst connoisseurs of 
“Dirty Water,” like the Fall, Mouse on Mars and Barbara 
Manning. But none of them are desecrating the monks’ music. 
What is most amazing about this is how clearly the monks 
music, without much alteration, can seem like punk to punks, 
psyche to psyche-heads, avant-garde to avant-gardeists, 
novelty music to humorists...their sound is so unique that no 
one is wrong. This is one of the best tribute albums I have 
ever hard, in no small part because the artists have such a 
connection to, and respect for, the music that they leave the 
best elements intact. But also each artist hears the music so 
differently that the tweaks really alter and elevate the 
songs...10 karaoke here! The involvement of Gary Burger 
(who updates his vocals for the current wars with Empire and 
also teams with Faust) and the late Dave Day not only give 
this a stamp of approval, but also may force some haters to 
have to buy it. Highlights include Silver Apples and Alan 
Vega taking “black monk time" to space, "The Raincoats 
finding the sweetness and beauty in "Monk Chant," and (the 
garage rock approved) 5-6-7-8-s going absolutely "Cuckoo." 


Pearl Jam Under Review DVD (MVD) While at first it 
seems like a relief not to have the gray haired old Rolling 
Stones writers and British 60s-ologists pontificating on one of 
these non-band participation Behind the Music-type DVDs, 1 
quickly miss them as the next generation is insufferable (and, 
yes, I suppose that generation includes me, but unless they do 
a Tone Loc Under Review or a Fat Albert and the Junkyard 
Band Under Review DVD | don't think my services will be 
needed)! OK, 1 get it, they rock, they are like classic rock, 
they can really rock, their songs rock. Couldn't they have 
found anyone to mention that Pearl Jam fucking sucks and all 
their songs are boring? I believe couldn't find anyone I know 
to dispute their suckiness even a little bit. In fact I don't think 








I could find anyone to say they suck quietly enough that the 
microphone would not blow out. So basically 1 don't know 
what the hell these guys are talking about. Or maybe I 
don't...because these guys really rock...they are like classic 
rock! 


Rock and Roll Hall of Fame + Museum Live DVD (Time 
Life) This box set of DVDs (1 believe you can also buy 
individual discs and a suitcase full of a discs, but 3 should be 
enough for anyone) is hard to enthusiastically recommend but 
also to totally dismiss. Regardless of what you think about the 
institution and its Woodstock-era tendencies (or in the case of 
some critics, its too-broad definition of rock n roll), there are a 
few things here that are kind of cool, many involving the 
fraternity of rockers, and the occasionally vitriol. While there 
is nothing particuarlly interesting about the official 
performances (I guess a Cream reunion is cool, but most of 
these are just Santana or Metallica, or ZZ Top doing a song 
from their current tour...and even when you have guests like 
Eddie Veder singing with the Doors, or Eddie Vedder singing 
with REM, or Eddie Vedder singing with the Chipmunks, it's 
not that interesting). But many of these ceremonies ended 
with a ridiculous mess of a "jam," and especially the early 
‘ones were just intentionally amateurish, poorly shot, and 
beautifully chaotic. Watching these your mind races...is that 
Carl Perkins crawling on the floor? What are they 
whhispering to Johnny Cash? Is Bo Diddley the one with the 
severely, out of tune guitar? And the black vocal group guys 
never know what to do during the Hendrix or Stones 
covers.And sometimes there's. even good music 
moments..like Prince wailing on ax on “Still My Guitar 
Gently Weeps." And what's really great here are the 
acceptance speeches that just don't fit the mold. This box set 
is worth its price to hear Mike Love's fucking crazy hateful 
rant against Paul McCartney, the Beatles, Diana Ross, and the 
Stones (he calls Mick Jagger a"chickenshit"), mainly because 
those acts don't have the unity of the Beach Boys (?!?). Even 
better is Dion's acceptance speech which is just ten minutes of 
hilarious, expertly executed stand up comedy (including some 
ad libs about Love's screed). Unfortunately he's the only one 
who apparently had the Friar’s Club help him with his speech 
(Pete Townshend also does a comedy routine giving the 
Rolling Stones the Rickles treatment, but he was a roasting 
inductor, not an honored inductee), So there's some highlights 
worth seeing. But you'll also have to sit though Kid Rock 
sitting in with Aerosmith. 

Rosa and the Executioner of the Fiend (MVD) Despite its 
low budget & often awkward acting this drama about a Cuban 
would-be assassin taking over the strategically located 
apartment of a Holocaust survivor is pretty compelling. While 
the chemistry, comedy, and intensity this film required never 
reaches the levels they should, the films goals (didactic 
history lessons about Jewish refugees rejected by Cuba and 
the US, and the tragedy of Cuban children sent to the US. 
without parents during Castro's glory days) are achieved. 


The Rolling Stones 1969-1974 The Mick Taylor Years 
(MVD) Spoiler Alert: Brian Jones dies. On this documentary 
DVD John Mayall, Robert Christgau, and some stars of the 
rock intelligentsia argue (persuasively, though it ain't too 
hard) that this is the greatest Stones age, breaking down the 
"Sticky Fingers,” "Exile," and "Let it Bleed” albums (and 
"Honky Tonk Woman" single), the band's evolution into a 
mega-concert live act, and the creative input of a barely 
shaving Taylor. Highlights include footage of the Brian Jones 
memorial concert, images of the other Mick's amazing early 
70s attire, and Mayall steadfastly refusing to second guess his 
decision to fire Taylor because he was preparing for the future 
by making the Bluesbreakers a drum and guitar free band, 
since bass, sax & harmonica bands were going to rule the 70s! 


Shonen Knife "Live at Mohawk Place 2009 - The Ultimate 
Live DVD" (MVD) I haven't seen Shonen Knife play for 
several years, and though this is one of my favorite live and 
recording bands ever, | somehow never heard (or even heard 
of) their "Super Group" album that they were supporting with 
the tour documented on this DVD. That said, I'm pretty 
pleased to see how great this is. With only guitarist Naoko 
remaining from the original trio, this is a predominently 
replacemnt band, but if 25 years into a band’s reign they are 
forced to replace a rhythm section with young, hard playing, 
strikingly beautiful ladies I'm not ready to complain about it. 
The musicianship and energy, while somewhat antithetical to 
the innocence and rawness of early SY, is kind of thrilling, 
and even the new material holds up. I also like that the band 
who wrote the best ever Bison song (surry Nuge) recorded 
this live DVD in Buffalo. 


Verse Vessel video game (versevessel.com) This is a video 
game based on...the bible! Not a common subject for video 





games where subject matter usually involves shoot-the-police 
tactics and aliens. It's a topic that people will either love or 
hate, but this game portrays it..faithfully!Verse Vessel was 
created using adobe flash (apparently by ye of little faith in 
Steve Jobs) and has role playing game elements. You play as 
an archaeologist piecing word fragments of the bible to the 
right verses. Every time you're correct you gain experience 
points and the enemy snake will get attacked. Get an answer 
wrong and the regal eagle will get hurt. There is a limited 
edition youth version (Missions of Genesis) which lets you 
control camels, gather grain, and (of course) shun Sodom. 
This is a refreshing break from the everyday shooter. The art 
is nice, it's pretty well planned out, and it's theoretically not 
pushing a certain religion: bring your own doctrines to the 
table or none at all. Completists (not to mention Creationists) 
can hope for a whole series from start to finish including 
every book, chapter and verse of both holy texts: The Torah 
and Bible Il: The Return! 


Wesley Willis’s Joy Rides (MVD) In 2003 a documentary 
about Wesley Willis showed the Chicago behemoth doing 
what he did -- selling his CDs, headbutting people dealing 
with his mental illnesses as best he could, and writing strange, 
monotonous songs that played to white rock audiences lurid 
expectations of seeing a big crazy black man curse and rant 
(and reference their favorite bands). The documentary didn't 
so much give an insightful portrait of Willis as it 
(appropriately) gave an outsider's view on how people saw 
him, dealt with him, and exploited him. This was done by 
giving as much, or more, camera time to people who 
interacted with Willis because his oddity amused them as it 
did with people who really cared for him and sacrificed and 
negotiated bureaucracies to keep him as healthy as possible. 
This documentary, obviously long in the works (Willis died 
around the time of the first doc's release) definitely leans 
towards the latter group of people, as with a few exceptions 
(an art collector with a disturbing glint in his eye) this 
portrays the people who genuinely cared for him. Some of 
these are family members who shared his challenging 
childhood (they even track down his estranged father). If you 
lived in Chicago during Willis’ rock scene days he was really 
a person you had to experience to appreciate (and I don't 
mean seeing him perform, | mean having him hustle CDs and 
have sideways conversations in your direction), and listening 
to disc after disc of his hundreds of similar songs may not be 
the best way to understand his presence. This documentary 
does a pretty good job telling the world who Wesley was and 
what he did for the last decade of his life 


WZRD 35th Anniversary Show DVD (WZRD) This DVD 
features single shaky camera footage (the best kind!) of all the 
acts at their big show. These include a bunch of crazed noise 
acts, including Illusions of Safety (who go throughly 
apeshit!), Realicide (who go gorilla shit!) and William Sides 
Atari Party (who goes at least chimp shit!), plus non-noise 
experimental acts like the underrated Eyes. Then it ends with 
a couple of "real bands, the New Colony Six (not enthused, 
not dressed in Colonial garb, and not following the garage 
rock only philosophy of their recent killer Reggie's show) and 
‘a pretty intense set by the Effigies. I can only hope that the 
NC6 saw Right Eye Rita, Dental Work, Mark S and the insane 
Skarekrauradio and thought all young acts these days do 
theatrical, ridiculous, laptop and noise and screaming and 
thrashing dissonant non-music. Because in a better world, 
they would be right. 
GUEST REVIEWER: JAKE AUSTEN 

Soul Train: the Hippest trip in America (VH-1) | was really 
excited when VH1 contacted me after my Soul Train in 
Chicago article came out and told me they were making this 
documentary. Of course, | had a little dread that it would be 
filled with faux-nostalgia and goofy afro-wig jokes, but I 
trusted that anyone with access to the amazing, transcendental 
footage featured on the show would do the right thing and 
make a righteous testament to the best music show ever 
produced. Overall, it was much better than I expected, and I 
was really pleased with it. | would have liked for it to be 
longer, and I was surprised by some omissions (there certainly 
should have been more of dancer Damita Jo Freeman — her 
cameos with James Brown and Joe Tex are all-time 
highlights). But mostly, | constantly found my wishes being 
fulfilled. Clips of host Don Comelius going down the Soul 
Train line, the manic crowd during L-L. Cool J’s debut, and 
the bizarre‘Don vs. Marvin Gaye in basketball episode were 
great to see. | had done plenty of research on the Dick Clark 
Soul Unlimited fiasco, where he responded to Soul Train's 
ratings, by producing a copy-cat show, but had never seen 
footage, and it was great to see the awesome set Clark built. 1 
thought almost all of the little segments were interesting and 
well edited: Soul Train pop locking/robot dancing and its 
influence on Michael Jackson/Don’s hostility towards Hip 





Hop, with killer footage of Kurtis Blow taking a blow to his 
ego/the Afro Sheen commercials — which avoided camp by 
showing the sincere devotion of Quest Love and others to 
these remarkable black-audience commercials. While they did 
shortchange the 80s, leaving out or downplaying some of the 
most memorable dancers, and they blew off the post- 
Comelius years (half-mocking replacement Shemar Moore), 
it’s understandable why they would want to focus on the early 
70s when the show was at its aesthetic peak (I love when the 
performers are framed by the dancers’ wild, staccato 
movements — you feel sorry for them for being told not to 
look at these legendary artists, but it sure paid off visually). 
And I thought the balance of informed, thoughtful musicians, 
and youthful, intelligent academics (like Imani Perry and 
Tricia Rose) really did a good job of explaining how 
important this show was without ever reverting to the empty 
nostalgia of VH1’s “I Love the 80’s/Best Week Ever” scripted 
talking head hooey. Most impressive, after so many years of 
bitter, angry and sullen interviews and sound bites, was Don 
Cornelius’ relaxed, funny and sharp reflections. While he may 
not have been giving the deepest or most insightful answers, 
he was really demonstrating a true storyteller’s skills, and he 
knew which anecdotes were the killers. I especially loved his 
admission that he thought L.A. kids were terrible dancers and 
didn’t want anything to do with the funky dance style that 
quickly made the show a phenomenon. Basically, it really 
seemed like selling the Soul Train empire a couple years back 
has taken a weight off his shoulders, and it was nice to see a 
public Don Cornelius relaxed and loose. —_ As far as the 
documentary acting like Gino Vannelli in 1975 was the first 
white guest, when in fact Dennis Coffey was, I think they 
really meant Gino was the first white sex symbol/crossover 
star (I watched this in a room full of older black women and 
they all squealed with nostalgic excitement when Vannelli 
came onscreen). Considering the way press reviews of the 
documentary latched onto that brief section of the film 
covering white guests it was wise for them to use someone 
better known than Coffey for this clip, though Coffey 
obviously had a more awesome record to perform ("Scorpio," 
in 1972) than his poodle-haired successor. I was also 
pleased that they covered the days of Soul Train in Chicago at 
length, though I was disappointed not to see any pictures or 
footage I hadn't already seen (they used alot of stack footage 
that looked like it was from the period to show a TV studio 
from the 60s and people watching TV). All the images of the 
local Chicago Soul Train episodes used in the film were 
photos I found during my research and lent to the production 
(in the film Comelius says no footage exists of Chicago 
episodes, but 1 was told otherwise by company that bought 
Soul Train; I suspect the producers didn’t want to deal with 
costly transfers from archaic video formats). Please see the 
show if you can. I doubt it will make it onto DVD. | also want 
to share my experiences at the L.A. Premiere of the film on 
January 29th at the Paley TV museum in Beverly Hills. 1 
learned about the screening at the last minute and was able to 
get in because of my involvement in the research for the 
movie. I got there early and there were plenty of dancers 
there, most dressed in suits and sharp dresses, but it was 
notable that Louie Carr was dressed like the show was 
shooting a new episode, sleeveless, with signature shades and 
hat. Following the film was a panel in which Don Cornelius, 
Jody Watley, Smokey Robinson, Cuba Gooding, Sr. and 
Quest Love (who helped with the score of the documentary) 
were to be interviewed by journalist Cheo Coker. When I 
arrived I hung out at an hors d’oeurves and vodka reception, 
where I spoke to an awesome older Japanese guy named Aki, 
who in 1973 (while he was at UCLA as a student) arranged 
for Soul Train, Midnight Special and ABC In Concert to air 
‘on Japanese TV, making all our beloved ST bootlegs possible. 
They ran from 1973-1983, he told me. Aki also mentioned 
that in addition to the forthcoming Time-Life Soul Train 
DVDs (which will feature clips, not whole episodes) he is 
arranging for an Asian DVD set, which will not have the same 
footage (it is being assembled separately, he thought) but 
there is no release date yet. He was also proud to have first 
put The Sound of Music on Japanese TV. And he mentioned 
that when he went to Cornelius’ home to sign the contracts in 
"73, Comelius conducted the entire meeting in pajamas, 
which impressed Aki (he was alSo pleased that when he spoke 
to Don at this event, Don remembered him). At the reception 
big screen TVs showed what seemed to be teaser reels for a 
proposed DVD set Don Comelius Productions must have 
assembled years ago. The clips were grouped together with 
titles like “The Comedy Years” (with Richard Pryor, Redd 
Foxx, and Arsenio Footage), “The Jacksons Years” (with J5, 
Janet and other siblings footage), and less likely titles like 
“The Bill Withers Years” and the “The Ike and Tina Years.” 
I unfortunately had to sit in the overflow room during the 
screening, but was able to sneak into the theater for the panel 














discussion/Q&A. It was nothing short of spectacular. Coker 
was over his head and had no idea how to moderate this thing 
and basically gave up almost instantly. Upon asking Comelius 
the first question, Don just started reminiscing and 
pontificating and going from topic to topic to topic. Like the 
documentary, he shared many very good stories, that had nice 
punchlines and good rhythm, but he also would go off on 
tangent after tangent, and would rarely get back to his original 
point. The second (and last question) was aimed at Robinson, 
and before Smokey could speak Don cut him off with a 
lengthy digression, While it instantly became a raucous joke 
that Don would keep cutting off everyone and not let them 
talk, it also was pretty revealing, as Comelius seemed unable 
to yield the floor, There was lots of joshing and ribbing and 
insult humor between Smokey and Don. Gooding was a little 
nutty, delivering his tributes to Cornelius and his legacy with 
unfocussed eyes, in an almost threatening tone, but as 
Cornelius and others made clear, the lead singer of the Main 
Ingredient was genuinely regarded as one of the most gifted 
vocalists of his day, so despite being the butt of a few jokes 
(and despite at one point shilling for his QVC channel 70s 
Soul compilation home shopping show) he was treated with 
respect. Watley kept quiet during most of the more chaotic 
passages, but when she did speak she had an almost regal 
bearing, bringing dignity to a bar room bull session of a panel 
As she did in the documentary she revealed that the jealousy 
she perceived being directed at her from other dancers weighs 
heavy on her Soul Train memories, but she had some nice 
things to say, The best panelist may have been the Roots 
drummer, It turns out Quest Love has been a collector of ST 
episodes since the days when you would pay a thick wad of 
bills for shitty dubs of shows, He was a super expert, and even 
said that for the seven years they were recording the D'Angelo 
record at least five hours each work day was spent watching 
old Soul Trains for inspiration (they had planned to have 
“D'Angelo perform “Untitled” at the Grammys with a 40 
piece orchestra set up exactly like the Barry White ST, but 
backed down). At one point Quest Love asked Cornelius 
about the philosophy behind keeping his cool demeanor and 
doing a straight interview even when groups were outrageous 
and surreal, like the Undisputed Truth in their KISS/LaBelle 
costumes, or the Mandrill performance where one guy was in 
a gorilla suit, Quest's question was super long and detailed 
and at the end of it Cornelius paused for a beat and said, 
deadpan, "Who's Mandrill?"._ Then they went to the audience 
and most of the questions were not questions, but rather 
dancers from the show standing up and announcing who they 
were and expecting applause (which they deserved and got) 
and then praising Don, or telling an anecdote about 
themselves. Most just wanted Don to acknowledge them. 
Fawn Quinones started off telling Don “I know you remember 
this voice,” and too-cool Don told her he remembered her. 
But he tried to deny her anecdote, in which he asked her 
brother Shabba Doo “Where is your crazy sister?” When 
informed that the exchange was on camera he conceded, 
“Well, tape don't lie,” The best anecdote was Tyrone "The 
Bone" Procter telling how when he won a car in a dance 
contest on American Bandstand he couldn't get it because you 
had to pay $300 in taxes that he didn't have. So he meekly 
went to Soul Train’s offices and asked Don for it, sure that the 
Soul Train conductor would not be happy about Proctor 
dancing on a rival show, but Don just took out the checkbook 
without hesitation. I asked Cornelius a question about local 
Chicago host Clint Ghent and he gave one of his most 
succinct, clear answers of the night, saying he kept the show 
in Chicago on the air for Clint; he really thought of him as a 
protégé who he really wanted to thrive. Though the entire 
affair was a beautiful, hot mess, it actually ended sublimely. 
The last question in the audience was from Mark Wood, the 
vocalist from Lakeside, who went down the line and said a 
perfect thing to everyone sitting on the panel, thanking Quest 
for bringing true drumming to the current generation, praising 
Gooding for his musical gifts, savoring the chance to speak to 
Watley, whom he had not spoken to since Lakeside and 
Shalamar were on Solar Records together, to belatedly 
congratulate her on her solo success, genuflecting to Robinson 
as the greatest songwriter of his generation, and telling 
Cornelius how he had done God's work bringing music to the 
people, guiding a generation of young folks, and allowing 
groups like his to still make a living playing music because of 
the exposure and respect he gave them in the 70s and 80s. 
Overall it was an amazing night. As I left a confused Cuba 
Gooding, Sr asked me for help finding the parking lot. I was 
happy to help him, and the next time I watch this great Soul 
Train documentary on VH1 I might just switch over to QVC 
and see what he's up to. The Paley Center, and its New York 
sister museum, usually make these presentations available for 
viewing, many online, so look for this absurd panel soon. 
GUEST REVIEWER: DEREK ERDMAN 
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The Fall “Your Future Our Clutter” (Domino Records) 

I was introduced to The Mighty Fall in 1992, In college I had 
a radio show that only came through on campus lounge TV 
sets tuned to channel 6 from 4am to 7am. A guy I had recently 
met called to request “Athlete Cured" from The Frenz 
Experiment. I'd never heard or even heard of The Fall at that 
point, but by the end of that song I was an obsessive. I 
currently never use the word amazing because I'm convinced 
that people don’t even know what it means anymore and I 
silently frown upon people with strong convictions, but 1 
became a believer in something for the first time in my life, 
and that thing was The Fall. Not having a lot of money and 
hanging around with kind of the wrong crowd, | soon found 
myself stealing musical instruments and books out of lockers 
from the Music & Speech building at Kent State University so 
I could sell them and buy Fall import CDs for $24 in 
Columbus, Ohio. I was an asshole. | am not a music critic; I 
am a person who owns 274 Fall bootlegs. I think The Fall is a 
whole lot like a sports team, with Mark E. Smith being the 
team itself and whatever woman he is involved with at the 
time being the General Manager. There isn’t an era that 
enthusiasts will agree upon as a heyday, I've met people who 
swear only by 2003-2005, which seems absolutely bats to me 
But these last 10 years have been a real sad state of affairs. 
God, every release since 1990 only offers brief snatches of the 
once incomparable creativity and imagination that came 
before, “Your Future Our Clutter” is the newest bunch of 
songs in the now long line of totally uninspired mild-rock 
riffage with MES yelping in the same exact style that he has 
been since 1999's The Marshall Suite. Of course there are 
stand out moments, “Bury” is a three part collage of the same 
song revolving around the rehabilitation of Smith's broken 
leg, influenced by what he described as “bloody German 
painkillers.” “Cowboy George” is a neurotic wobbly surf rock 
wailer, the beginning of lY.F.O.C. / Slippy Floor” sounds like 
it was recorded on a micro-cassette under a pillow. Otherwise, 
this record is just fucking dull. So, to wrap it up: I love The 
Fall, I went to college so MES wouldn't care what I have to 
say regardless, and The Fall hasn't made an interesting record 
for ages. But like the old bumper sticker “A bad day fishing is 
better than a good day at work” says, “A bad record by The 
Fall is better than a good record by every other band ever.” 


GUEST REVIEWER: GARY PIG GOLD 
Frank Zappa “The Freak Out List” DVD (Sexy Intellectual) 
Long before the Valley Girls, Jewish princesses, mud sharks, 
dental floss, yellow snow and, tragically, the cancer which 
claimed him in 1993, there was simply Francis Vincent 
Zappa, a young kid with an above-eclectic record collection 
who escaped the confines of Lancaster, California to arrive in 
Hollywood with his rockin’ teen combo The Mothers of 
Invention in 1965. His career on stage and disc thereafter 
caused countless unsuspecting youngsters such as myself to 
immediately set aside their Monkees albums in order that we 
could join our newest mentor upon this most adventurous of 
all, as it turns out, musical paths. But exactly how did this 
seemingly unassuming composer/guitarist with a penchant for 
sinister footwear become one of the most musically and 
socially iconoclastic participants of the 1960s? A fascinating 
new documentary from Sexy Intellectual, Frank Zappa: The 
Freak-Out List uses the!79 names listed within the original 
1966 issue of the Mothers’ debut album Freak Out! as a guide 
to explaining, well, why the music therein sounded the way it 
did. As in, sounded like NOTHING ELSE released that year 
...or ever since, for that matter. Setting aside the litany of 
Zappa's friends, teachers, business associates and various 
showbiz personalities (such as Lenny Bruce and John Wayne) 
to concentrate instead on the seventy-one musical figures 
listed (which Frank said at the time “have contributed 
materially in many ways to make our music what it is; please 





do not hold it against them”), The Freak-Out List and its 
superb cast of interviewees — including three former Mothers 
and the University of Southampton’s Professor of Music 
David Nicholls — duly cite the connections between, for 
example, Bob Dylan and “Trouble Every Day," not to 
mention The Cadillacs and the Cruising with Ruben and the 
Jets album ...yet I’m still not exactly sure why Frank 
dedicated one of Freak Out’s most alarming numbers, “Help 
I'm A Rock,” to Elvis Presley (though I have my theories), 

It is in its detailed examinations of the classical composers 
and rhythm ‘n’ blues musicians however, who first awoke 
young Frank to the possibilities of a life and career submerged 
in musical exploration, which truly give this film the meat of 
its matter. Of course the quote “The present day composer 
refuses to die!" will be familiar to anyone who read the fine 
print inside the Mothers’ key early albums. But as The Freak- 
Out List explains, the man who first uttered those defiant 
words in 1921, French composer Edgard Varése, remained a 
major influence upon, and inspiration to, Frank Zappa 
throughout his life. Since first reading his name in a 1953 
Look Magazine article and subsequently unearthing his 
Complete Works Volume | album, Zappa took to Varése’s 
above-free-form, percussion-based _experimental/electronic 
work, referencing and returning to it often for the remainder 
of his life. In fact, so utterly besotted was he with the man, the 
young Zappa convinced his parents to allow him a long- 
distance phone call to the composer as a fifteenth birthday 
present. (Most unfortunately, the two never actually met: 
Edgard passed away just months before the Freak Out! album 
was released). — Likewise we learn of, and actually hear via 
side-by-side audio/visual clips, the above-obvious influence 
of Arnold Schoenberg's “Accompaniment to a Film Score” on 
Zappa's very own film scores, and precisely how snatches of 
Holst and Stravinsky end up weaved into the Mothers’ 
Absolutely Free album of 1967. Why, as Frank himself told 
the likely bemused readers of Hit Parader that year, “buy 
everything that you can by Igor Stravinsky and dance to it.” 
Hotcha! Zappa biographer Ben Watson rightfully warns us, 
however, that such “spot-the-musical-quote” playing misses 
the point. One should instead concentrate on “how Frank 
makes you think about classical music” while you're trying to 
get jiggy with, say, “Invocation and Ritual Dance of the 
Young Pumpki Now, on the all-important flip side of 
The Freak-Out List lie the many doo-wop and r ‘n’ b artists 
Frank was also seriously grooving to, as he mastered drums 
then guitar in his very first Lancaster desert garage bands 
(.,.when he wasn't locked in his room composing film scores, 
that is). For instance, it is impossible to hear any of Zappa's 
multitude guitar solos, recorded or otherwise, without being 
directed straight back to the magnificent Johnny “Guitar” 
Watson, and The Freak-Out List presents joyous, yet 
ultimately heartbreaking footage of the two's final musical 
get-together chez Zappa. Elsewhere, we're shown how no 
less a kindred musical spirit as Miles Davis, and his In A 
Silent Way album in particular, helped create a context for 
Zappa's landmark “jazz-rock” (as it would be pigeon-holed 
today) Hot Rats. Yes, although he once (infamously claimed 
“Jazz isn't dead, it just smells funny,” Frank obviously kept 
his fair share of Eric Dolphy records alongside the Varése, 
and co-operated so fully — and so successfully — in jazz 
violinist Jean-Luc Ponty’s King Kong project that Ponty 
ended up as an actual Mother himself for two entire tours. 
So, then; Dozens of albums, hundreds of compositions, and 
thousands of performances later, we still may not be able to 
get a sufficient grip around the art, or as some would say 
artifice, of Frank Zappa. But ever since leaving on what was 
called his final tour, just before 6 pm on Saturday, December 
4, 1993, all we have left are his dedicated scholars, followers, 
and now films such as The Freak-Out List (plus Sexy 
Intellectual’s companion DVD Frank Zappa and the Mothers 
of Invention In The 1960sto guide us towards our 
understanding and appreciation of a figure so prolific, so 
public, yet so baffling. In an interview with Jazz & Pop 
magazine in 1967, Zappa explained “that whole Freak Out! 
album is to be as accessible as possible to the people who 
wanted to take the time to make it accessible. That list of 
names in there, if anybody were to research it, it would 
probably help them a great deal.” As always, however, just 
don’t hold it against them. 








by HARVEY KUBERNIK 
(Sterling) I certainly tend to agree that, in the infamous words 
of no Jess an authority on all things Laurel Canyon, California 
as Frank Zappa, most rock journalism is people who can't 
write, interviewing people who can't talk, for people who can't 
read. True, in a market already too glutted with Fortieth 
Anniversary re-servicings of everything from Woodstock to 
the Stones’ Altamont misadventures, one would hardly be 
blamed in passing by yet another study of Los Angeles pop 





culture from its equally distant, if Golden age. Somehow 
though, veteran SoCal rock historian Harvey Kubernik’s 
bountiful new Canyon Of Dreams book is the joyous 
exception to the patchouli-drenched rule: It is both lush in 
layout and deep in detail, of not only the musicians, but the 
arrangers, club owners, publicists and even architecture 
behind an era roughly stretching from Art Laboe to Slash. Or, 
as the author himself tells me, “We needed a print ride from 
1914 to 2009. I took the challenge.” “I knew my highly 
passionate writing style and implementation of the oral 
history structure could really bring readers into a real/reel 
world from my native viewpoint.” And Kubernik’s approach, 
like a spin off the Strip itself, is one perfectly chaotic, wildly 
colorful concoction wherein Donovan rubs coffee table-sized 
pages with the Firesign Theatre and Eric Burdon, only to find 
Glen Campbell bumping lazily into Andrew Loog Oldham by 
way of Rick Rubin and the Mamas and Papas. Then, just a 
thumbnail away, hitherto unimaginable L.A. links between 
the Mothers and the Monkees are irrevocably connected as 
never before in print, while unsung musical heroes aplenty — 
from Three Dog Night’s Danny Hutton to original Canyon 
Queen Jackie DeShannon (as opposed to Joni Mitchell) — are 
not only illuminated, but speak at gorgeous length in their 
very own words throughout these twenty-full chapters. Myths 
are dispelled (such as the real origins behind Messrs. Crosby, 
Stills and Nash's much-debated initial meet-up) while just as 
many legendary Hollywood stories remain as unconfirmable 
as ever ...and most fascinatingly so, | must just add. 
Meanwhile, besides all the obvious Cast of Characters along 
the way, we're finally introduced to such seminal figurines as 
Nurit Wilde, a Canadian expatriate who parlayed a lighting 
booth gig at the Whisky A Go Go into life as a sometimes 
intimately-involved — photographer-to-the-stars. But, as 
Kubernik confidante Ray Manzarek writes in his most 
knowing Foreword, “all soft and bejeweled and feathered and 
wrapped in their soft garments from antique clothing stores,” 
these, yes, L.A. Women play an intrical part in the 
proceedings, above and far, far beyond simply providing 
horizontal pleasures for the myriad curly guitar strummers 
they, and now we, encounter along the way. And capturing 
this all is none other than the truly gifted Henry Diltz, whose 
photographs of all things Laurel are lovingly reproduced 
throughout Canyon Of Dreams in stunning, revelatory glory. 
To cite but one example, his somehow innocent yet 
simultaneously striking image of a young, unguarded Linda 
Ronstadt on page 163 more than lives up to its caption 
(“Barefoot and Breathtaking with Killer Pipes”) while at the 
same time showing more behind two brown eyes than with 
the proverbial thousand words, no matter how well chosen 
they may indeed be. Yes, that is precisely the kind of 
book Kubernik has produced. And like the people, the places, 
and most absolutely the music of which he and his assembled 
multitude speak, the editorial approach and even layout itself 
remains as flippantly sun-baked as one would expect when 
grappling with the reminiscences of Kim Fowley, Pamela Des 
Barres and Micky Dolenz. “My roots go back to the mid- 
Fifties in this town,” Kubernik explains. “I was born at Queen 
of Angeles Hospital, overlooking the Hollywood 101 Freeway 
at the border of Los Angeles and East Hollywood. I graduated 
from Fairfax High School. Do I have to even say anything 
else?” Well, as the above-mentioned Danny Hutton 
exclaimed, "Harvey, you did a book about forty years, not 
four years. You did a book not about the same seven people or 
bands, but seventy people!" And somehow, so much more as 
well. Read Canyon Of Dreams today, and read it often. 


Monty Python: “Almost The Truth” (The Lawyer's Cut) 
(Eagle Rock) No less an authority on such subjects as the late, 
very great George Harrison once proclaimed they picked 
straight up from where The Beatles left off. However, that’s 
but one reason | write today on something not always thought 
of as rock, or even roll. That something in question, 
comprising of five uppity Oxford and Cambridge drop-outs 
who, alongside one itinerate American cartoonist, somehow 
joined forces in 1969 London to produce forty-five British 
(plus two German) half-hour television shows, five full-length 
motion pictures, three theatrical musicals, five (authorized) 
books, seventeen original (and one unreleased) audio albums 
and six video games (and counting), now tell The Whole 
Story ~ including, yes, even some of the “naughty bits” — in 
their (even the dead one’s) very own words throughout Monty 
Python: Almost The Truth (The Lawyer's Cut), Eagle Rock 
Entertainment's one and only three-DVD and/or two-BluRay 
disc video box set containing six hour-long episodes plus an 
additional one hundred and eighty minutes of bonus material. 
Swictly numerically speaking, that is. Yes, from their 
wickedly risqué yet far-from-humble beginnings upon 
Britain's college Comedy Revue circuit through their 
infiltration of the U.K. television industry via children’s 


shows and the weekly David Frost Report, John Cleese, Eric 


Idle, Terry Jones, Michael Palin, Terry Gilliam (the 
American) and Graham Chapman (the dead one) were 
somehow finally offered thirteen half-hours to fill themselves 
for none other than BBC Television. And so it came to pass 
during the evening of October the Fifth, 1969 that Monty 
Python's Flying Circus Episode 1, Whither Canada?, 
suddenly appeared on British tele-screens with a surreal 
socio-musical sketch entitled “It's Wolfgang Amadeus 
Mozart.” Over the next three months, despite an infuriating 
variety of unpublicized, ever-changing timeslots, the show 
slowly-but-extremely-surely built a loyal audience of viewers 
captivated by its weekly parade of flying sheep, musical mice, 
crunchy frogs, naked ants, lumberjacks, murderous 
octogenarians, men with tape recorders up each other's noses 
and, how could we forget, dead parrots. Try as the once- 
staid BBC did to conceal this bizarre new program from its 
viewers, the Flying Circus carried onwards and upwards for 
an additional four years before spawning a full-length motion 
picture entitled Monty Python and the Holy Grail, financed by 
such Python fan(atic)s as Pink Floyd, Jethro Tull and Led 
Zeppelin. By now, the original British television episodes 
were popping up on American PBS-TV stations as well, and 
even Elvis Presley could soon be heard leading his hitherto 
all-American Memphis Mafia in late-night recitations of “The 
All-England Summarize Proust Competition” and even the 
Knights who say “Ni!” Naturally, this lead to the Pythons’ 
own (anti-) Biblical epic The Life Of Brian being released, to 
much publicity-scooping furor worldwide, in 1979 — this time 
financed in full by the aforementioned ex-Beatle George 
mortgaging his castle and forming his own Handmade Films 
concern (all because he “just wanted to see the film” after 
original backers EMI pulled out at the proverbial last minute) 
(claiming the Pythons were, and I quote, trying to “crucify” 
their corporate body). Four years later came my own personal 
favorite Python project The Meaning of Life before Messrs. 
Cleese, Palin, Jones, Idle, Gilliam and even Chapman decided 
to at last call ita day. Until, that is, they set about launching 
‘@ staggering series of century- and globe-spanning multiple- 
media re-launches, repackages, revivals and reunions that can 
only be matched by their frequently Farewell Tour-ing 
countrymen The Who. Which brings us today to their 
latest, but I just must admit by far greatest grab at the 
penultimate [sic!] Python megabucks, Almost The Truth. 
Meticulously programmed and packaged, filled with fact ‘n’ 
fun-filled interviews featuring even the mysterious “Seventh 
Python,” and of course stuffed with literal hours of clips, this 
is honestly (“almost”) the closest we've yet come to 
understanding the histories, inspirations, motivations and 
machinations behind everything from The Fish Slapping 
Dance on down. And its near seven-and-three-quarter total 
hours (!) on, and by, the group which truly has yet to be 
equaled as — you were right, George — the Beatles of comedy 
undoubtedly add up to what must surely be the final, final 
words on this most silly of subjects..,...Until the NEXT 
posthumously Python-produced television, motion picture, 
musical, book, album and/or video game self-retrospective 
arises, that is... 


The TAMI Show (Shout Factory) Attention, music fans and 
pop culture connoisseurs everywhere: Your assignment 
today is to gather together in one medium-sized concert 
facility, for one evening only, one dozen of the world’s most 
popular entertainers. Age, style, size, corporate affiliation and 
particularly musical pigeonhole is to be strictly of no concern 
whatsoever. Each act just has to have had a heck of a lot of 
their songs downloaded, perhaps maybe even sold, over the 
past calendar year or so. Then, with a bare minimum of 
rehearsal or directorial guidelines of any sort — and an equally 
bare-boned budget to boot — a two-hour concert has to 
sequenced, scored, choreographed and executed upon a single 
stage utilizing all these chosen singers, dancers and 
accompanists, the entire proceedings recorded and video’d 
completely live, music and vocals, without re-takes, and the 
resultant miles of tape then edited, printed, promoted and 
distributed for public viewing into theatres, Oh. And this 
all has to be completed within the period of a mere fourteen 
days, from show-date to release-date, by the way. Finished 
laughing? Of course in a 21st century scheme of things such 
an endeavor would scarcely get past the imagining stage I 
agree, quickly dismissed out-of-hand (not to mention out-of- 
mind) as completely unfeasible; one legal, logistical — not to 
mention ego-tistical — nightmare of gargantuan proportions. 
Hard to believe then, that one such concert event filmed inside 
the Santa Monica Civic Auditorium on the night of October 
29, 1964 in front of a few hundred local high school students 
should not only survive to be released on DVD, but that its 
one hundred and twelve monochrome minutes remain as 
utterly entertaining, and downright engrossing, all these forty- 





five years later. |The TAMI Show: Collector's Edition, now 
finally available from our friends over at Shout! Factory is, 
you see, simply so, so much more than merely Monterey Pop 
without the lysergic, Woodstock without the mudslides or, 
yes, Altamont minus pool cues and homicide victims. True, 
one could consider this film as “just” the single most 
frantically paced, ultra-high-decibel time capsule of an 
extraordinary era ever preserved on disc. Or even, as Quentin 
Tarantino most assuredly claims, “in the top three of all rock 
movies.” 1 will go all that one further, however: The TAMI 
Show (as in Teenage Awards Music International, by the way) 
is absolutely essential viewing to anyone and everyone who 
consider themselves fans, followers, and/or students of 
popular music. —_ Period. Allow me to elaborate. The 
dozen acts, co-hosts Jan and Dean sing whilst skateboarding 
across the opening credits, did indeed come “From All Over 
The World.” Not to mention everywhere across the musical 
map as well: Kicked off by “the guy who started it all” as Jan 
(no relation) Berry announces, Chuck Berry duck-walks us all 
the way from St, Louis to New York City, where the about-to- 
be-renovated Brill Building sound is sung most proudly and 
loudly by none other than Lesley Gore (whose proto-feminist 
lyrics and attitude herein should have all you brand new 
Runaways fans repositioning the birth of girl-rock once and 
for all). The magnificent Motor City is then represented by 
Smokey Robinson — pay particular attention to his Miracles’ 
dance-steps during “Mickey's Monkey” — along with 
superstars-in-waiting Marvin Gaye (who performs two songs 
soon to be recorded by a waiting-in-the-wings Rolling Stones) 
and The Supremes (poised to leave behind forever their 
branding as “those no-hit Supremes” with an historic string of 
global million-sellers). Meanwhile, England swings Santa 
Monica via Billy J. Kramer with his Dakotas plus Gerry and 
the Pacemakers (,..four of impresario Brian Epstein’s other 
clients unfortunately occupied overseas at this point in time, 
putting finishing touches onto Beatles For Sale it seems). 
Why, even what we now know and love as that runt of the 
musical litter, Garage Rock, is represented by none other than 
the aptly-named Barbarians and their single-handed drummer 
Victor “Moulty” Moulton. Plus special note must here be 
made of The Beach Boys’ four-song set, propelled practically 
through the roof by their drummer Denny, as this particular 
footage was removed from most every existing print of The 
TAMI Show soon after release and has only now been fully 
reinstated in all its harmony-drenched, sun-kissed, Surf City 
splendor. And then! As impossible to pin down 
geographically — not to mention musically or even vocally — 
as he remained for the rest of his career comes the one, the 
only, the hardest-working James Brown. Now it's been said 
before, but I'll just have to say it again (and again and again): 
His performance in The TAMI Show remains one of the most 
jaw-dropping, above-kinetic, gut-and-thigh-ripping 
performances ever executed. EVER. Anytime, any place, by 
any one. Everything you may have heard about this man and 
these particular eighteen minutes (¢.g., “the single greatest 
rock ‘n’ roll performance ever captured on film”; Rick Rubin) 
is absolutely, one-thousand-per-cent true. Just look at it 
yourself if you don’t believe me .,.or everyone else who has 
ever seen it. Somehow, those newly-rolling, original Stones — 
with Brian Jones and even Bill Wyman's vocal mic present — 
arose to the task of following Butane James that fateful night, 
and their performance closed the event, and the film, with a 
mixture of pure, simply pimply beat ‘n’ soul which wins over 
even many of the pole-axed teens who'd just survived James 
Brown's set. Finally, cue the entire cast and assembled 
dancers (watch closely for a very young Teri Garr!) back 
onstage to frug a mighty big storm up around Jagger and 
Richards and, scarcely two hours after it all began, the curtain 
drops. So, just another night of music, mayhem, and 
undeniable magic out in L.A. during the fall of '64, right? But 
what novice director Steve Binder and his crew captured, and 
what today is immaculately preserved upon The TAMI Show 
DVD, is busting-full of rich musical (1 repeat: James Brown) 
and cinematic (Diana Ross’ eyes literally filling the screen 
during “Where Did Our Love Go”) moments which have been 
oft-shot by everyone from Pennebaker to Scorsese since, but 
never truly duplicated. For what TAM/ managed to mount and 
maintain all those years ago irrefutably remains the highest of 
bars for concert events, and films thereof, to reach even today, 
It may, sorrowfully, have taken nearly half a century to make 
it into our homes, but this film has not returned anew one 
single frame, nor scream, too soon. Trust me, Little Steven is 
right: You have never seen, nor heard, ANYTHING quite like 
this before. 


ELVIS (Shout Factory) Nowadays, it seems anyone and 
everyone with easy access to velcro sideburns and a karaoke 
machine are busy making livings (of a sort) out of playing at 
Elvis Aaron Presley. After all, Mojo Nixon was right: 














Elvis Is Everywhere. But retrospective credit is definitely 
due director John Carpenter and dick clark productions for 
getting there fastest, and first; Even before the autopsy was 
cold, they were readying their “Elvis” for his home screen 
resurrection during prime time, February of 1979. The 
vehicle? An ambitious, yet quite reverent (especially in view 
of subsequent bio-pics) made-for-TV motion picture starring 
Kurt Russell in that title role of a lifetime. And to watch this 
particular Elvis again today, newly available from the fine 
folk over at Shout! Factory, is to be reminded just how larger- 
than-life The King had already become as the Seventies ended 
and the deification was only about to begin. —_ Indeed, the 
original, uncut Elvis tele-film, freshly packaged alongside 
some revelatory bonus footage (including a real gem from the 
Dick Clark vaults: a Summer of *64 Beatle-battling tribute to 
the King from American Bandstand) makes for a surprisingly 
entertaining, and sometimes even thought-provoking two 
hours of music, mayhem and, as is often hinted, pure 
madness. Yes, it’s the story of a simple man blessed with 
unusual talents and drive who, armed only with his wits and a 
twelve-dollar guitar, aspired to little more than moving his 
beloved parents out of the Memphis projects and into a 
comparatively better life. Of course, what transpired over 
the next ten years Elvis in even his wildest adolescent dreams 
could hardly have imagined. Under Carpenter's direction, 
this still-improbable tale is told with an unusual eye for detail 
and a true sense of middle-1950s America, with its music and 
its morals struggling to break free. More remarkable still, 
Elvis succeeds in conveying just how one most unlikely 
young man came to embody this entire socio-musical 
upheaval, and how it eventually swallowed and, yes, broke 
him (although the film's narrative ends with Elvis’ return to 
the concert stage in 1969, it often foreshadows the dispiriting 
tragedy that was the man’s final five years. No small feat for a 
medium-budget production undertaken without access to the 
decades of Presley study and research that was yet to be 
undertaken). Pedigree is present as well — perhaps that is 
why its subject matter is treated with such accuracy and 
respect throughout — as the cast of Elvis features two actual 
Memphis Mafia, Larry Geller and Charlie Hodge. Much 
screen time as well is devoted to the Elvis of Sun Records, 
where during the years 1954/1955 he and his raw-diamond 
accompanists Scotty Moore and Bill Black just so happened 
to change the course of musical history under the ever- 
watchful ears of producer Sam Phillips. This is a key era of 
Presley's development which is much too often ignored for 
flashier and/or seemlier events in most retrospective 
recreations of the man, cinematic and otherwise. Keen 
observers will also spot in the role of Elvis’ first drummer 
DJ. Fontana no less than original Spinal Tap sticksman Ed 
Begley Jr. And while we're trivially speaking, lest we forget 
that Kurt Russell's very first-ever motion picture appearance 
‘was at the tender age of eleven, attacking the real Elvis’ shins 
in 1963’s It Happened At The World’s Fair. So there! 
Interesting as well to see the role of Elvis’ long-suffering 
daddy Vernon played by Kurt's real-life father Bing (!), and 
to realize within weeks of the ABC-TV premier of Elvis Kurt 
up and married Season Hubley, who portrayed his on-screen 
wife Priscilla! And keeping things as familialy dysfunctional 
as possible, the great Shelley Winters is brilliantly cast as 
Elvis’ closer-than-close mother Gladys, a role she plays 
throughout Elvis with a verve not seen since her star turn 
throughout Wild In The Streets. But it is truly the 27-year- 
old Kurt who excels, more than ably filling gigantic shoes and 
faltering only occasionally during some of the key musical 
numbers. Not that he should be blamed, however: Russell 
makes as good a hillbilly cat as can really be expected from a 
former Disney kid who looks as if he spent his formative 
years listening to far too many Fabian records. Yet purely 
dramatically speaking, he portrays the King with a respect 
and, believe it or not, sly subtlety which has been sorrowfully 
lacking in most every subsequent way-over-the-top Presley 
portrayal. To be truthful, I was personally surprised at just 
how well Elvis stands up, musically, historically, and purely 
cinematically, after the decades — and insurmountable flood of 
Presley “tributes” — which have followed. So then I do 
Suggest you watch it today, and watch it often (followed, if 
you dare, with Elvis Meets Nixon, to pick the story up where 
Carpenter and Russel leave off), Then, of course, pull out all 
the old RCA & especially Sun tracks that you can, and marvel 
anew at the real thing as well, don’t forget. 


Cliff Richard and the Shadows “The Final Reunion” (Eagle 
Rock) For those still old enough to peg the launch of British 
Rock to the February 9, 1964 Ed Sullivan Show, think of this: 
A different U.K. band just celebrated its fiftieth anniversary 
with a series of sold-out concerts at London’s mammoth O2 
Arena. _At the height of their success, this band placed an 
astounding twenty-eight hits atop the British charts, have all 





told released over one hundred albums worldwide, and their 
lead singer was knighted by his Queen before Elton John, 
Tom Jones, Mick Jagger or even Sir Cute Beatle Paul was. 
That singer’s name is Cliff Richard. His band is The 
Shadows. And Eagle Rock Entertainment's grand new Cliff 
And The Shadows: The Final Reunion DVD, documenting 
those landmark 2009 O2 performances, constitutes no less 
than a two-hour, note-by-perfect-note primer of and for pre- 
Fab British rock. Accordingly, barely a minute into the 
proceedings, no less an authority on the subject as legendary 
Shadows guitarist Hank B. Marvin claims Cliff's 1959 chart- 
topper “Living Doll” as, and I shall quote, “the first real 
British rock and roll record.” That classic is duly performed 
herein, along with forty-one (!) other songs in just under 137 
minutes flat. Each comes fast and furious, short and sweet, 
and at a near assembly-line pace, captured in sight and 
especially sound which is clean, bright, and sharp from 
beginning until final encore. Truly the music of 
Hank, fellow guitarist Bruce Welch, and drummer Brian 
Bennett deserves no less: This is one yester-band that remains 
in remarkable fighting form, their matching red Fenders 
sporting all the twang of Owens’ Buckaroos, the whammy of 
vintage Ventures, and the precision of Les Paul at his 78-RPM 
finest. Not only that, but those tightly choreographed litle 
dance steps the band often break into whilst performing — 
moves which were once the bane of the Beatle-era pop 
combos — now seem far more fun and even fashionable than 
merely quaint. Yet lest you fear these guys simply 
coast along atop their fancy footwork, a three-song 
“unplugged set” halfway through the proceedings, wherein 
Bruce, Hank, and even Cliff break out acoustic guitars, 
sounds surprisingly more Wilco than skiffle. In fact, their “AI 
Shook Up” could easily have been arranged by P. Townshend 
circa Tommy, I kid you not! Indeed, while you may be hard 
pressed to recognize (m)any of the dozens of hits performed 
in this package, you will spot traces of their melodic influence 
— not to mention stinging Marvin guitar licks — scattered 
throughout the more discriminating reaches of your music 
collection. Because while they may have never made lasting 
impressions upon the American hit parade (save for Cliff's 
“Devil Woman” reaching Billboard # 5 in 1976), the six- 
string-powered sound of The Shadows has been cited as an 
indelible influence upon artists as diverse as Randy Bachman, 
Carlos Santana, and even Neil Young.One evening spent with 
The Final Reunion, volume cranked all the way of course, 
will most easily show just why. 


British Invasion DVD series (Reelin in the Years) THE 

BRITISH ARE COMING....AGAIN! “No more Beatles! No 
more Stones! We just want the Viletones!” went the cry of 
true teen angst ‘round my Toronto neighborhood circa the 
Summer of Hate, 1977. And, memories of my favorite punk- 
rock combo from a misspent youth notwithstanding, I do find 
myself feeling very much the same these thirty-three-and-a- 
third revolutions later as big Beatle box sets and Rolling 
Stone re-issues continue to dominate our collective, sonic 
rear-view. Of course I can still thrill to a remastered 
(mono!) “She Loves You” as much as the next boomer, and 
glimpsing out-takes of Hendrix backstage with Keith inside 
that Get Yer Ya-Ya’s anniversary bundle will always raise a 
grin or two. But surely, surely there must have been 
something going on during those scant weeks between 1963 
and 1969 when Lennon, McCartney, Jagger and/or Richard 
compositions weren't sitting atop the world’s hit parades. 
Surely! Well, finally, someone — namely those utterly fab 
folk over at Reelin’ In The Years — have seen fit to shed light 
upon some of the other mop-tops whose sounds and styles 
filled our six-transistors and Sunday evening Ed Sullivan 


shows. Yes, the first four editions of what's promised to be an 
entire British Invasion series of DVD’s are, you bet, here at 
last, spotlighting Dusty Springfield, Herman’s Hermits, Gerry 
and the Pacemakers and the Small Faces. And what 
audio/visual treats these discs are! Meticulously researched 
and packaged, expertly restored and annotated and whenever 
possible hosted by many of the actual participants themselves. 
the songs and stories flow in never less than quick, LOUD 
frenzies so perfectly reminiscent of those once-Swinging 
Sixties themselves, So, wherever to start then? How about 
Gerry Marsden fondly recalling the very birth of the 
Liverpool Sound in the kind of detailed — sometimes most 
candidly so — way no Beatles Anthology would ever dare to. 
Or a self-admittedly “numb” Dusty Springfield deplaning into 
Australia only to be accused of being “kooky” and a 
spokesperson for “the hippie philosophy”? — Elsewhere, not 
at all coincidentally perhaps, we discover the hitherto- 
unknown connection between comedian/philosopher Lord 
Buckley's spiritual “Nazz” and the Small Faces’ ritual 
Methedrine, plus learn that it was in fact Peter Noone’s 
seemingly innocent rhythm section who schooled Keith Moon 
in the fine art of Holiday Inn “redecorating”: why, watch 
closely and you'll even spot actual Super 8 footage of pool- 
side, long underwear-festooned Who/Hermits hi-jinks deep 
within the Bonus Footage! Such meaty beaty 
Bacchanalian moments aside however, this is one British 
Invasion which truly concentrates, as all such documentaries 
should but seldom do, on the MUSIC. And there are literally 
hours of vintage performance clips filling these discs, 
immaculately reproduced and shown complete and uncut, 
with nary a single word of needless graphic or narration 
dubbed over the guitar solos for once, Plus, not just the usual 
stream of oft-recycled Shindig and Sullivan snips either: The 
producers have obviously gone to incredible lengths to scour 
the globe in search of seldom, if ever seen footage of, for 
example, Herman’s Hermits on Norwegian television or 
Gerry’s Pacemakers in Liverpool's Cavern shooting their very 
own Ferry Cross The Mersey (...now, when does THAT film 
finally appear on DVD?!!)_ Interestingly though, from the 
wealth of treasures spread across these discs, | was most 
pleasantly shocked to witness downright incendiary footage of 
the Small Faces’ Marquee Club debut, March of 1966. While 
for all the world looking, dressing, and acting like little more 
than a Cockney Monkees with cooler hair, trapped from the 
get-go inside these lads was apparently a solid, fighting-tough 
beat ‘n’ soul combo whose only Caucasian rivals at the time 
would have been those Young Rascals themselves. Who 
knew? (and then stay closely tuned for an extensive Colour 
Me Pop performance of their masterwork Ogden’s Nut Gone 
Flake complete with “Happiness” Stanley Unwin’s narration, 
I kid you not). “None of us knew how good and how ahead 
of our time we were.” Small Face Kenney Jones admits 
herein, and that statement could rightfully serve as the modus 
operandi behind this entire series. Because, you see, The 
British Invasion, for the very first time ever, delves so very 
deeply into the hitherto-unexplored “second tier” of mid- 
Sixties U.K. talent, and in doing so paints most vividly an 
indelible picture of the era’s myriad musical and social 
upheavals. And in a way you just won't get from any existing 
thumbnail study or PBS pledge special, needless to say. 
Dusty Springfield: Once Upon a Time, Herman’s Hermits: 
Listen People, Gerry and the Pacemakers: It’s Gonna Be All 
Right and Small Faces: All Or Nothing are available 
separately or, even better, housed together with two and a half 
full hours of additional Bonus Disc interview and 
performance footage as a five-DVD collector's set. Either 
way you take them, each deserve to be seen and heard 
repeatedly by any Merseybeating fan or serious student of 
rock ‘n’ roll ...or even for someone who just needs to know 
the correct way to toss a cherry bomb down a Holiday Inn 
toilet. It’s all here... 


Rolling Stones Stones in Exile DVD (Eagle Rock), “Exile on 
Main Street” reissue (Universal) (Guest review by Gary Pig 
Gold) For an album that received such a lukewarm-at-best 
reception upon its initial release (even the almighty Rolling 
Stone magazine used the words “overdone blues cliché” 
whilst making snide comparisons to Tommy James), the tenth 
album produced by Keith Richards and company has certainly 
enjoyed a critical reappraisal and then some over the ensuing 
thirty-eight years. Why, even the same M. Jagger who in ‘72 
complained “This new album is fucking mad. It's very rock 
and roll. I didn't want it to be like that. | mean, I'm very bored 
with rock and roll,” today insists the recording of "Exile On 
Main St.” “was a wonderful period; a very creative period.” 

And of course Rolling Stone now places those very same 
blues clichés near the tip-top of most every Greatest Album 
Of All Time list it regularly publishes in between all the 
sneaker and suntan créme ads. Now, come 2010, the 





(in)famous "Exile" has been fully refurbished, re-struck, and 
reconstituted through and through by a crack crew of audio 
surgeons headed by honorary Glimmer Twin Don Was, 
digitally polished to an immaculate sheen, “correcting” the 
original soupy subterranean mixes (“The cymbals sound like 
dustbin lids” Jagger again complained as “Tumbling Dice” 
was first being readied for release) so as not to have the album 
stand as too sore a sonic thumb alongside Lady Gaga and 
Justin Bieber, | suppose. Personally, I much prefer dustbins to 
“Just Dance” ...but I digress. Meanwhile, as part of this 
gala "Exile" resurrection comes an accompanying behind-the- 
scenes documentary film, Stones In Exile, which gathers 
together all five circa-early-Seventies Stones within a wealth 
of vintage studio (meaning the basement of Richards’ villa on 
the French Riviera, where most of the album's basic tracks 
were recorded) and on-stage footage (via the post-"Exile” tour 
film "Ladies and Gentlemen... The Rolling Stones". which 
itself is due for re-release soon). Why, even snippets from the 
beyond-cult 1972 road-film-from-hell "Cocksucker Blues" are 
cunningly slipped between shots of various waterskiing and 
overdubbing _Brits-in-, yes, exile. Not so surprisingly 
however, some subjects (such as the rampant drug use which 
eventually resulted in Keith's total submission to heroin) are 
only delicately alluded to, whilst other key players in the 
scenario — houseguest Gram Parsons, most obviously, who 
schooled Monsieur Richards especially in nuances of the 
country blues which permeate the entire "Exile" album — are 
ignored altogether. Plus the "Stones In Exile” bonus footage 
could have been much better filled with, say, a complete study 
of the original, highly innovative "Main St." record cover 
shoot by "Cocksucker" director Robert Frank, as opposed to 
rambling heads the likes of Caleb Followill and Sheryl Crow. 
Still, the contemporary footage of Mick Jagger and the 
immaculate-as-ever Charlie Watts wandering around Olympic 
recording studios and Jagger's former Stargroves estate — sites 
of the initial “Exile” sessions — are both fascinating 
andentertaining ...in a "Sunshine Boys" sort of way. 
Naturally Keith appears throughout the proceedings in ghostly 
stark black-and-white, the multitude struggles of °72 still 
etched deep into his face, whilst good ol’ Bill Wyman remains 
ever the Stone Alone with the most revealing, reproachful, yet 
detailed reminisces of the bunch (a man still upset, it seems, at 
not being able to locate a proper brew of British tea in the 
south of France, for example). So while | may indeed 
have my doubts over the, um, validity of a vintage-2010 
"Exile On Main St.” album per se, this "Stones In Exile" film, 
far on the other hand, is a perfectly under-polished production 
which more than succeeds in placing one square down the 
very depths of the Richards’ basement during the festering 
summer of ‘71 ...yes. with all the horror and gorgeous excess 
— not to mention utterly magnificent, guttural music — such a 
locale entails. And somehow, still, continues to inspire. 


GUEST REVIEWER: GENTLEMAN JOHN BATTLES 
Reverend Horton Heat “Laughin’ and Cryin" (Yep Rock) 
Too cool for the Rev, now, are ya? I don't give a shit, I'm 
going to tell you why his latest release is probably his best 
any damn way. This is the closest he's come to the classic, 
stripped down RAB/RnR/C&W sound of yore, meaning back 
when the recently ordained Jim Heath was still a soundman, 
and sometime resident, at The Theatre Gallery in the Deep 
Ellum district of Dallas, while maintaining a Monday night 
residency at The Prophet Bar, which grew and grew. Some 
guy called John Battles was credited with originally calling 
him "The Reverend,” and Heath quickly built a new personna 
around himself, answering the musical question, "What might 
have happened if Jerry Lee had not been kicked out of Bible 
School for playing "My God is Real" in Boogie Woogie 
time?.” Now, Heath/The Rev has gone through a lot of 
changes since he debuted this thang at The Prophet Bar (then 
across the street from The Theatre Gallery) nearly 25 years 
ago, and are some of his albums definitely better than others? 
Without a doubt. Is this his finest effort since "Smoke 'Em If 
You Got 'Em,"” the genre-defying Frosh effort on a still-young 
Sub Pop Records, that still holds up very well today? Is pig 
pussy pork? Not only does it hearkens back more to the 
stripped down, roots-oriented sound of the late 80s, when the 
band were still schlubbing their way through Texas and 
Oklahoma (before finally deciding to break key cities like Los 
Angeles, San Francisco, and Chicago without benefit of a 
recording contract), but it brings back so much of the lyrical 
humor that made it's way into so much of Heath's early work, 
when he gradually eased most of the Sun Records and Johnny 
Burnette Trio material out of his setlist, as he was pulling 
great original songs out of his butt at an alarming rate 
(seriously, those very lines were on the cover of The Dallas 
Times Herald). In recent years, he’s gone back and recorded 
several of these early numbers, and he's not about to stop, 
now, though, of course, you'd think they were new songs, 





given their freshness, and subtle arrangement changes, and, 
well, if you weren't there, these songs will be new to you, 
anyway. That's not a slight on you or wherever you're from, 
Hoss, we've all missed out on something great in this lifetime. 
One thing that's never been missing, but is surely prominent, 
here, is the Reverend's razor-sharp wit. "Ain't No Saguaro in 
Texas" quickly dispels the myth that the ginormous Saguaro 
cacti are indigenous to Texas. Even the Legendary Stardust 
Cowboy knew better than to say that in his similar laundry list 
of prickly pears, " Cactus.” "Death Metal Guys” draws on the 
rather obvious differences between Rockabilly Guys, and, 
well, you guessed it. Best line of the whole set, "Jerry Lee 
Lewis shot his Bass player down, down to the ground with a 
.38 round. But Death Metal guys would have eaten his brains, 
and people call Jerry Lee Lewis insane!" "Please Don't Take 
The Baby To The Liquor Store,” written by Bassist, Jimbo 
Wallace, almost reads like a Country Song from the Late 60s, 
like George Jones when he took a "Liquormission" from the 
sad songs to sing a great Novelty number, which, I can't stress 
enough, are not as easy to write and record as some people 
think. The late, great, Hank Thompson pointed out that it was 
an elusive, though not dead, art form in Country Music, back 
in The Nineties, when Country Music was practically a dead 
art form in Country Music, But just as hilarious, if not more 
so, is Jim Heath's "Beer Holder,” about, you guessed it, a guy 
who drinks so much beer, he can use his belly, or, possibly, 
his m'oobs, to hold his beer in place while he watches TV. 
“Aw, The Humanity” begins with a somber tone, until you 
realize he’s comparing a lost love to The Hindenburg 
("Aw...The Humanity"), Led Zeppelin and even Snoopy and 
The Red Baron. "River Ran Dry,” dating back to the earliest 
days at The Prophet Bar, back when you didn’t have to Swing 
dance, nor even Jitterbug, to Rockabilly. It's like a Status Quo 
Boogie with a Punk Rock tempo. A welcome return to the 
band's live set, it used to clock in at about one minute, thirty 
seconds, but they've since added a verse. “Drinkin' and 
Smokin’ Cigarettes,” one of the best early numbers, doesn’t 
undergo much in the way of changes, but falls in comfortably 
with the newer songs, and even kick-starts the album. This 
song always displayed Heath's guitar playing to the maximum 
effect, and, nearly 25 years later, that still rings true. In the 
last few years, his playing has improved, but not at the risk of 
foul wankery. Now, Jim probably wouldn't be above having a 
drink with Steve Vai or Joe Satriani, but he knows a guitar 
solo can be a thing of beauty, without becoming one of 
excess. Likewise, Jimbo Wallace still mans that Standup Bass 
with the dexterity of an Archer, substituted telephone lines for 
catgut, and the rhythmic Alchemy derived from Rockabilly, 
Country, Blues, Jazz, Punk, and band pal and genre unto 
himself, Mr. Ian Kilmister....Lemmy, if you're nasty. 
Drummer Tim Alexander fell in right away when he joined 
the band several years ago (and, if Pete Frame ever made a 
family tree for The Reverend Horton Heat, he's have one Rev. 
Heat, two bass players (Wallace and his predecessor, Swingin’ 
Jack Barton), and enough drummers to turn that family tree 
into a forest). He rates Cozy Powell and Ian Paice among his 
key influences. We're inclined to think of long, boring solos 
when we look back on that era, but drummers of their ilk 
understood the variables of merely keeping time and going in 
for the kill, and when one was necessary while the other could 
kill a whole song. He's a team player, he's one of the boys, 
and he's a keeper. They're sounding and feeling more like a 
band all the time, as they should, though it's easy to get in a 
rut, travelling the world over, sometimes not having as much 
time to work on new material as you might like, much less to 
spend time with your families. Perhaps that's why this is the 
first RHH album in five years. If it ain't worth doing it 
RIGHT, it ain't worth doing at all. A little reminder, unless 
you have kick-ass 20/20 vision, you may have difficulty 
spotting this at your local record store. The band name is 
printed in black on medium-dark blue, rendering it almost 
impossible to read in a CD rack. 


13th Floor Elevators "Sign of The Three-Eyed Men " 10 CD 
set (Charly), "The Psychedelic Sound of Sonic Cathedral-a 
Tribute to Roky Erickson and The 13th Floor Elevators." 
(Sonic Cathedral) Roky Erickson with Okkervil River 
"True Love Cast Out All Evil" (ANTI) Could it be that " Sign 
of The Three-Eyed Men" is, quite possibly, the greatest box 
set of the 21st Century? Hmmmmmm, could be. We've got 90 
years to go, but unless Bear Family starts putting out all 
killer-no filler 60 Garage/Psych sets (and yours truly lays an 
egg), this one may be IT. Unfortunately, it is no longer 
available. Surely, it's fetching enormous bids on e-bay, but it 
hasn't been available direct from the label since Lady Gaga 
was still eating egg salad sandwiches for dinner. But check 
this out, TEN CDs of virtually everything known to exist by 
The Elevators (not everything, mind you. They were quick to 
point out that some recordings weren't deemed good enough, 











quality wise, for release). A huge, 72 page 12” hardback book, 
ENGORGED with rare-as-hen's nuts photos, the majority of 
which didn’t even appear in Paul Drummond's unquestioned 
Bible of The 13th Floor Elevators, "Eye Mind,” was just 
about worth the price of admission in itself, to say nothing of 


the folder containing beautifully reproduced band 
memorabilia. Drummond, of course, wrote the outstanding, 
exhaustive liner notes, uh, | mean, BOOK, that will have one 
just as engaged and entranced as the music itself...and, then 
my friends, there IS a matter of THE MUSIC ITSELF. Well, 
first and foremost, there's the band’s groundbreaking, earth 
shaking first two albums, appearing in painstakingly rendered 
mono and stereo mixes. One needs to hear both, and then 
decide which one they prefer, in the event that they don't like 
each one equally for significantly different reasons. Now, 
you've read or heard this before, but their third official 
release, “Live,” is not considered a real 13th Floor Elevators 
album. It consists of various earlier studio tracks dubbed, 
poorly, with canned applause (in other words, the phony live 
Seeds album is far superior. And that, perhaps, is a little 
scary). Now, there were some fine songs that hadn't appeared 
elsewhere for years (a notable exception being the long-out of 
print "Elevator Tracks"), it's true, but they do appear here, 
sans the screaming girls (this was, also, around the time 
people stopped screaming, and started LISTENING). 
Honorary band member and songwriter of no small note, 
Powell St. John (who went on to form the popular Frisco 
band, Mother Earth, with White Blues mama, Tracy Nelson, 
and now performs with Roky Erickson's former Frisco-based 
group, The Aliens!), contributed a fine, moderately 
Psychedelic, Pop ballad that woulda coulda shoulda been a 
hit, "You Gotta Take That Girl.” It's been described as 
"Macho advice" (ala Roy Head's "Treat Her Right,” which IS 
pretty macho, but advocates kindness toward Women...with 
dividends! "HEH HEH HEH! YEEEEEEAH, MY MAN!!"), 
but really reads as Big Brotherly concern for a really special 
young lady (that the storyteller apparently blew it with), 
playing Cyrano to a nice guy who just can't get it together. 
Yes, a couple of lines wouldn't fly today, but it is a lovely 
song. On the opposite side of the pyramid, you've got "You 
Can't Hurt Me Anymore,” a wilder roller coaster ride than 
“Roller Coaster” itself, which should have been a single, or a 
cut on the first LP. “Headstone-The Contact Sessions " 
contains the aforementioned tracks, plus very interesting early 
versions of songs that would go on to see the light of day on 
their debut "The Psychedelic Sounds of The Thirteenth Floor 
Elevators,” and studio versions of cover songs that were 
staples in their early live show ("Everybody Needs Somebody 
To Love" by Solomon Burke and "I'm Gonna Love You, Too" 
by Buddy Holly). It's great listening, replete with outtakes and 
even the single "All Night Long” by San Antonio's Bad Seeds. 
Teddy and The Tall Tops (then featuring Mike Buck and 
Speedy Sparks of The Roky Erickson Band. Buck actually 
saw The Elevators, with Mouse and The Traps AND The 
Byrds!) briefly added a spiffy version of the song to their set 
in '86 (the song was a direct rewrite of The Elevators’ "Tried 
To Hide,” done with the band's blessings). But it's not a “Lost 
Album,” in my estimation, rather, a collection of their earliest 
known recordings, some of which have been made available 
elsewhere, but not with such clean sound. This is the primer 
for the first album, for them, and, now, for us. The magic was 
already there, but had yet to manifest itself into their real first 
longplayer. Likewise, a real welcome addition to this set is "A 
Love That's Sound,” also not a “Lost Album,” as I see it, but 
preliminary recordings for the vastly underrated "Bull of The 
Woods,” the group's third, and final, real studio album. It 
contains radically different versions of songs that appeared on 
that album, plus a few fine, previously unreleased, numbers. 
While "Bull" was a great album (OK, it does have "Acquired 
taste” written all over it, but it will grab you from different 
angles, and pull you in more with each listen), you get a good 
idea of what their swan song album could have been by 
perusing "A Love That's Sound" (a title derived from, 
perhaps, the finest song on the album, Stacey Sutherland's 
"Street Song,” which bears the line "All the fires of Cain's 
motivation can't defeat a love that's sound.” The working title 
for the album, BTW, was actually "Beauty and The Beast,” 
later used for a live Erickson CD). The band was falling apart 
by 1968, Roky and Stacey getting put away (Roky went down 
first, which is partly why his vocal contributions are rather 
minimal, though he sounds more confident and less paranoid 
on these earlier sessions than on the finished product. Stacy 
Sutherland would go on to sing several of the songs that Roky 
sang during these sessions. "Bull of The Woods,” admittedly, 
suffered from excessive overdubbing, partly due to the band 
being reduced to a three piece. Tommy Hall's signature jug 
parts (Recorded before he split for San Francisco, where he 
lives to this day) are almost completely inaudible (Rumored to 
not even exist!) on the album, but come thru loud and clear, 











and take on an almost Jazz-like quality, if you can believe 
that, here. There are also some real gems, such as "It's You,” 
better known as "I Don't Ever Want To Come Down,” 
released, for the first time, in the 80s, under that name (it IS 
the chorus, which is surely what threw the compilers off), and 
later covered by Chicago's Waste Kings. "Wait For My Love" 
appeared on the fine "Epitaph For a Legend" LP (a two-LP 
retrospective of International Artists acts. A box set of all [A's 
singles is long overdue, though, perhaps, a legal 
impossibility), but was later overdubbed, to near-irrelevance, 
and released as "Till Then" on "Bull of The Woods,” still a 
good song, mind you, but lacking the fiery guitar sound, and 
the confidence and uncluttered composition of the original. 
But it's not the only song that arguably sounds better than on 
the original album release. Still, "Bull of The Woods,” though 
it became largely Stacy's album, is better off for his having 
taken charge. Stacy's remarkable talents really come to the 
fore, despite the sometimes murky production, and make me 
wish he'd lived to have a real solo recording career, Well, they 
just make me wish he'd lived. He fronted various groups in 
the 70s, but was seldom recognized for his efforts. His last- 
ever gig, noted in "Eye Mind,” found him eighth on the bill, 
playing with Greg "Catfish" Forest, who would play, in the 
late Sutherland's absence, at The Elevator's last reunion 
attempt, in 1984, and, later, in an Elevators tribute band with 
former Erickson bandmates, Freddie "Steady" Kre and Cam 
King from The Explosives, as well as Ronnie Leatherman, 
who'd played on The Elevators’ first and final albums (details 
of which are sketchy), and Roky's Brother, Sumner Erickson. 
Interestingly, Guitarist, Chris Holzhaus, who played at what 
was Roky's last gig for six years, nine years later, in 1987, 
with King, Kre and Speedy Sparks, made it to fifth on the bill 
at Sutherlands' last live performance (It was widely, though 
erroneously, believed that an abortive Elevators reunion 
attempt in 1977, which failed to bring Erickson or Hall from 
their home bases in California, though both were on the bill, 
was Stacey's last-ever gig). Both of these totally different 
versions of the album (well, "A Love That's Sound" is really 
the foreplay, not the lovemaking itself. But it's so damn 
goooooc00d), Incidentally, just now, I just heard the less 
awkward take of "Livin' On,” and heard Roky speaking 
briefly at the end, and, then there was a huge clap of thunder 
at my window, "Sweet Surprise" is screamin’ Psych, by way 
of Stax Records and Texas Blues instrumental masters like 
Albert Collins and Freddie King, in which Sutherland really 
lets his guitar do the talkin', a Rock n’ Roll Paladin who 
shoots from the hip, and asks questions later. Incidentally, that 
same guitar is on sale, if you have enough money to buy a 
small island (the price has reportedly dropped, the economic 
crunch being what it is). I actually saw it on display once in 
New Orleans, but it was listed as the same model, NOT the 
same actual guitar. I saw a vessel containing probably more 
apparitions than any cemetery or ghost tour that town had to 
offer, And I didn’t even know it! Forgive me, Dark Angel. 
Rounding out the collection is three CDs worth of live 
material (not everything known to exist, but certainly MOST 
of it). "Live in California" comes from the same source as 
perhaps the first Elevators bootleg, taken from an early Frisco 
gig, and released in 1980, though a double live LP, reportedly, 
came out on Rubber Dubber, one of the earliest bootleg 
labels, in the 70s. The original release, which bore crude 
artwork by a young Robt. Williams, and less predictably, 
crude sound, though the remixing job here is a drastic 
improvement. The San Francisco Psychedelic Ballroom scene 
was just in it's infancy (and the Elevators delivered the child), 
80, this set, from the Fall of '66, only consists of roughly half 
originals, and the rest, covers by their personal favorites, 
Chuck Berry, Buddy Holly, Kinks, Beatles, and Solomon 
Burke, by way of The Stones, all done quite unlike you've 
ever heard them, or are likely to ever hear them again. This 
was still the norm, in Frisco as well as in Texas. In a very 
short time, The Elevators would expand their repertoire to 
include virtually no covers. A real standout, though, is Roky 
and Tommy's vocal and jug duel on "Everybody Needs 
Somebody To Love.” A seldom heard live version (in fact, it 
appears to be the only live version in existence) of Powell St. 
John's outstanding "You Don't Know (How Young You Are)" 
(Covered, about 30 years later, by The Sir Douglas Quintet) is 
an indication of things to come. Band originals like "Roller 
Coaster" and "Fire Engine" come to life, not with arrogance, 
so much as confidence. The confidence of a band that directly 
influenced the San Francisco scene, to the extent that they 
were frequently mistaken for a San Franciscan band, but were 
widely snubbed for having a hit record. It's simple. Unlike 
today, the better records got to be hits. "Live in Texas" 
compiles various pre and post-LP performances from club 
dates and TV appearances on "Somethin' Else" (not to be 
confused with the L.A. based pop culture program), hosted by 
longtime Dallas-area DJ, Ron Chapman. While all these 





performances are shit-hot, they do contain their share of 
covers. BUT would you really walk away from the chance to 
hear a young Roky Erickson wailing his way through "I'm 
Down,” "I Feel Good,” or even "Satisfaction?" | didn’t think 
so. The Garage band staples are rounded out by "Tried To 
Hide,” "Fire Engine" (preceded by a truly hilarious discussion 
of the electric jug between Tommy Hall and Ron Chapman), 
and "Roller Coaster,” plus two versions of "You're Gonna 
Miss Me.” If you're a longtime fan, chances are you have this 
stuff, but with inferior sound. Saving, if not the best, certainly 
the most interesting, for last, there's the ingeniously titled 
"Death in Texas,” a chronicle of a band falling apart (but still 
making good music), then resurrecting themselves, years 
later, to snatch defeat from the jaws of victory. The disc 
begins with excerpts from a now-notorious Houston gig in 
1967, when the band were debuting some of the material on 
their second album (no small feat, straight or tripping). A 
good portion of this material has been released before, with 
decent sound, but not with the entire impromptu jam session 
with members of The Conqueroo, which includes a nice, 
keyboard driven "She Lives (In a Time of Her Own), Bob 
Dylan's "It's All Over, Now (Baby Blue),” basically the only 
cover song the band released on LP (the bogus "Live" album, 
notwithstanding), and a pretty killer, Chuck Berrified, 
instrumental featuring Stacey's guitar, tuned to pure Rock n° 
Roll, It isn’t the entire show, however. While it's true that the 
whole show exists, it goes without saying that the band 
sounds acid-damaged and increasingly paranoid. Sutherland 
would recount the tale, in his last known interview, of how the 
cops came and dragged him off the stage, while he was 
“peaking.” To his horror, he saw members of the audience 
became wolves, and he found himself on trial. Angels told 
him he would either be sent to Hell, or be allowed to remain 
on earth. He was given three predictions, one, that he would 
break up with his longtime girlfriend, and, another, that he 
would go to jail, Both "Predictions" actually came true, and, 
at the time of the interview, he simply stated that he hoped the 
third would never come true, because it was the most horrible 
of all. One year later, Stacy would be shot dead by his live-in 
girlfriend who confessed to the crime, but never served time 
for it. Meanwhile, back in the past, the cops took Stacy to the 
edge of town, and told him they were going to kill him. They 
later claimed it was merely tactics to try to straighten him out. 
The well-known live recording is a reflection of the paranoia 
of those times. It is, however, a good set, despite the fact that 
both Roky and Stacy had become increasing withdrawn. It 
could be argued, because of it's generable availability, and not 
wishing to document a train wreck, that only some of the 
band's finest live moments appear here. From there, things get 
strange. Roky was released from Rusk Mental Facility in late 
1972. Stacy had been out of the Federal Penetentiary for a 
while, by then but he'd developed a heroin habit. Roky stuck 
to reefer for a while, though so-called "friends" were slipping 
him harder drugs, and his resistance quickly got weak. If you 
could see past all that, it seemed like a good time for an 
Elevators reunion, didn’t it? In 1973, the band reformed in 
earnest, utilizing a revolving door policy, which included 
Roky, Stacey, original drummer John Ike Walton,sSecond 
bassist, Ronnie Leatherman, and Roky's brother, Donnie 
Erickson. The revamped Elevators lineup alternated from 
faithful reproductions of their more popular originals to 
period-appropriate Boogie Rock. The five songs, here, find 
them, basically, in good form. It just leaves me wanting for 
more, personally, | have a five song bootleg with "Maxine,” a 
Chuck Berry/Little Richard style rocker that doesn't appear to 
have turned up, again (except on the exceptional "Austin 
Landin" comp). Did Roky actually write it? Quien Save?m 
Plus an unhinged "(I've Got) Levitation,” both of which can 
be heard here, though the other three songs would be welcome 
additions to this set, especially if, possibly, cleaned up. By 
now, it's common knowledge that this lineup also played 
"Rainy Day Women,” which does exist on tape. The big 
rumor, it seems, was that the band only played two gigs at this 
time, one in Houston, and one in Austin. It's now widely 
understood that they did several gigs, including at least one 
show in Dallas. Tex Edwards of The Nervebreakers (who 
backed Roky twice, in 1979, in Dallas) was at that show, and 
confirmed that they opened with Slim Harpo's "Shake Your 
Hips,” just weeks after The Stones had put out their version. 
A fine version appears here, as does Roky's Bizarro World 
Boogie, "Stumble (Smoke The Toilet).” It does, in fact, 
ROCK!! I for one (and I might be alone, but for once, | doubt 
it), would like to hear whatever else exists from that ill-fated 
period (of course, with the help of Doug Sahm, Roky would 
spearhead his solo career in 1975, while other members 
turned up in largely folk and Country-Rock bands, though 
Stacy's interesting late 70s Hard Rock recordings can be heard 
on his myspace). A version of "You're Gonna Miss Me " from 
the 1984 "Reunion" (which was more of a Roky show, but the 





rest of the band, consisting of Ronnie and John Ike, plus Craig 
Forrest, mentioned earlier, went on severely under-rehearsed, 
and found themselves playing mostly Roky songs, and covers 
like Buddy Holly's "Not Fade Away" and Bo Diddley's 
"Before You Accuse Me.” "It could have been good music,” 
Roky later said, "But it was slow moving" (Roky, for one, 
was screaming hellfire and unleashing savage guitar skronk 
almost like never before, to say nothing of his hilarious stage 
patter, but while no one would argue that it was The Elevators 
reborn, it was a noble effort, nonetheless). The original band, 
despite their dalliances with LSD, which led to more 
damaging drugs, could still deliver the goods, live, as 
evidenced, here.. Perhaps the band didn’t change man's 
thinking process, as Tommy Hall insisted they could, but they 
WERE a great Rock n’ ' Roll band, and they did change the 
way we look at music "The Psychedelic Sounds of Sonic 
Cathedral-A Tribute To Roky Erickson and The 13th Floor 
Elevators” is an extremely limited edition (just 200 copies on 
bright yellow vinyl. I grabbed it, believing I wouldn't see it 
again, But I did. And I will) tribute to The Horror Rockin’ 
Horror Rock King, The Emperer of Ice Cream, and, of course, 
that Little Ol’ Brain-Scorching Band From Texas, has been 
getting rave reviews. I'm sorry, this isn’t one of them. I'm sure 
the latter day Psych cognoscenti would label me a square for 
not knowing about, nor fully appreciating, the latest 
Psych/Noise/Drone guitar bands, while 1 cut my teeth on 
Lithium Xmas and The Peyote Cowboys, who could've eaten 
any of these bands for breakfast. Now, this was a labor of love 
on the musicians’ part, and the proceeds are going directly to 
Roky's trust fund, and God knows it’s better than "Where The 
Pyramid Meets The Eye,” which contained, MAYBE, five 
standout performances, and that's if you really stretch it. 
Heaven knows I'm going to work at liking this, it wasn’t 
exactly cheap, and, well, I'm stuck with it, aren’t 1? It reminds 
me of a funny story that Chris Connolly told me. When he 
was a wee small lad in Scotland, he had just enough money to 
buy one album a month. One time, went to Woolworth's, and 
purchased what he thought was a Deep Purple LP. It turned 
out to be one of those studio exploitation LPs that actually 
became very popular in The UK in The Seventies. On top of 
that, the band in question was Thin Lizzy! Should have been 
the saving grace, right? Nope. Connolly told me it was still 
crap, but he was stuck with it, so he FORCED himself to like 
it. | kind of feel the same way, now. That's not to say it's all 
bad, or even inaccessible, it's just that parts of it make me feel 
better about my own musicianship. Some of this stuff recalls 
Spacemen 3, whom I liked all right, save for the Heroin vibe. 
Besides Roky himself (who appears here, with The Black 
Angels, doing a live version of “Roller Coaster"), I was 
familiar with almost none of the acts on this comp. The Black 
Angels played out for a time with Roky, giving him some 
challenges like dusting off some Elevators’ classics, and some 
lesser-known originals, but I was never blown away by what 
I'd heard from them, personally, Their version of "Roller 
Coaster" is faithful, if buried in screech and feedback (as are 
MANY of the tracks featured here). Roky's voice is deeper 
and more gruff-sounding (though he's never had a hard time 
with the high part of his voice, nor throwing in his trademark 
scream, when I've seen him, I've noticed, lately, that his voice 
sounded overwrought on some of the You Tube clips I've 
heard), though his phrasing is impeccable. He is in control. 
The Strange Attractors (not to be confused with sometimes 
Roctober contributor, Soul Rebel's, band) don't add a lot to a 
heavier version of " Reverberation (Doubt),” though, at times, 
it sounds like it's going to segue into "T.V. Eye,” which might 
have actually worked, at that. I'm reminded a bit of Deniz Tek 
from Radio Birdman, on a night drenched with humidity and 
the smell of Fosters. All The Saints’ "Don't Fall Down,” 
which prominently features a Dentist's drill drum machine, 
which gave me a headache, but could become an international 
dance floor hit for all 1 know. Hush Arbors had the right idea, 
at least, by tackling a song from the grossly underrated Third 
Elevators LP (there are only three. I repeat: the bogus "Live" 
LP doesn’t count), "Dr.Doom.” They really tried to get inside 
a rather complicated song. I'd like to see somebody do a 
Stacey Sutherland tribute album, with highlights from "Bull 
of The Woods,” the only recently released gems that led up 
said record, and Stacey's 70s band, which can be heard on 
myspace. Dead Meadow's version of "Kingdom of Heaven" is 
slow and plodding (but so is the original, and writer Powell 
St. John's own version, recorded a few years later with Mother 
Earth) with some nifty wah-wah guitar work thrown in for 
good measure. Darker My Love's "She Lives (In a Time of 
Her Own)" (have you noticed The Elevators had more songs 
with two titles than half the Country and Western charts in 
their day?) sticks to the basics, throwing in some nice 
harmonies, disjointed guitar parts and "Sister Ray" keyboards. 
Sarabeth Tucek's "Splash 1 (now I'm Home)" is probably 
going to be huge with Hipsters who've long since shed their 
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Rockn’”'Roll fur, and speaking of fur, it is as warm and cuddly 
as a kitten, though, for all it's loveliness, it's not one I'll find 
myself rushing back to. Sonic Boom, late of Spacemen 3, puts 
in an appearance with Cheval Sombre on another one of 
Roky's celebrated love songs, "You Don't Love Me Yet” (one 
of the greatest denial songs of all time). They seem to be 
giving the song, an overhaul by way of The Elevators’ "May 
The Circle Remain Unbroken" (which was Roky's last 
recording to be released for a long time. Too damn long). 
Eerie, discordant (there's even cricket sounds!), but not overly 
cluttered. Lower Heaven's "Fire Engine" contains some 
decidedly understated vocals (which is actually not a bad 
thing), and is one of the more "Psychedelic" sounding 
performances contained herein. In truth, it brings to mind The 
Jesus and Mary Chain, way back when you could only find 
their records as obscure imports. Le Volume Courbe's take on 
"I Love The Living You" (One of many songs Roky wrote, 
and secretly recorded, while still an inmate at Rusk) sounds 
not unlike a late 70s Marianne Faithful record, if only for the 
raspy, sometimes broken, vocals of Charlotte Marionneau, but 
it's in keeping with the less abrasive tracks on this album. 
"Unforced Peace,” which also dates back to Rusk, goes into 
an overlong, “Leaning on the keyboard,” sound, while the 
melody is contrary to the original, but I'm not hearing much, 
there. It's also the longest track on the album. The closer, 
"Goodbye Sweet Dreams" (Performed by I Break Horses, 
almost the best band name on here, but that honor would have 
to be A Place To Bury Strangers, a band name worthy of T. 
Tex Edwards) manages to be sweet and abrasive at the same 
time. Again, this album was made for all the right reasons, I 
can't fault anyone for that. But for all the hype I bought into 
(also nobody's fault but my own), if it tums out, by some 
fluke, that they really did press only 200 copies (Like I say, 
I've seen it more than once), you may see my copy turn up, 
gently used, very shortly, though, the rare Roky track makes 
that less likely, There are certainly highlights, but overall, 1 
was left wanting. | mean, REALLY wanting, like the time I 
went to this Bar B Cue place in Dallas, with a smokestack 
billowing the essence of ‘cue, only to find out they'd been 
closed for an hour. If Roky's track had been released as a 45 
with just about any of these tracks as the "B” side, I'd be 
shittin' in tall cotton, hoss. Now on to the real deal: Roky 
Erickson with Okkervil River's "True Love Cast Out All 
Evil.” First of all, when Roky's first album in 15 years was in 
the planning stages, different ideas were being batted about, 
mainly the idea that Billy Gibbons, who'd been sitting in at 
several of Erickson's recent gigs, had tentatively signed on as 
producer. But details surrounding the making of this album 
were slow in arriving. Roky's privacy is respected by his 
friends and his true fans alike, so, one could only speculate on 
who would and wouldn't be involved. The Explosives would 
have, should have, had the chance to do their very first studio 
recordings with Roky, after an ongoing relationship of over 
30 years, but Roky and The Explosives parted company 
before recording had begun. The Explosives ARE Roky 
Erickson's backing band, whether they ever work together 
again, or not. I'm not taking anything away from The Aliens, 
The Nervebreakers, The Resurrectionists, The Evil Hook 
Wildlife E.T. or The Roky Erickson Band, but The Explosives 
put in the time, and sounded just as tight and hard-rockin’ in 
2008 as they did in 1979. I'm just saying, there have been, and 
will be, other bands, but I say, render unto Caesar that which 
is Caesar's, give The Explosives theirs. That said, was just as 
excited as you by this release, probably more so. Advance 
copies sold out on Record Store Day, but I was able to locate 
a single copy on the official release day, after a lengthy 
search. The gatefold packaging is impressive (taking a tip 
from the bootleggers, and from Sympathy For The Record 
Industry), but I'm sorry, Roky looks better today, than the 
cover photo would suggest. A minor gripe, | suppose...the 
photo's not bad (as in "Live in Dallas 1979"-bad) or anything. 
It's a very good photo. It just makes him look older and more 
dissheveled than he actually does in person, Anyway, it had 
been implied that Roky was developing some new material 
for the album. It's understood, however, that he hasn’t shown 
much interest, lately, in writing new songs (though he's been 
playing the organ a great deal at home, which might be VERY 
interesting to hear), In Roky's world, if it ain't fun, it ain't 
worth doing. It's possible that he'll arrive at the conclusion 
that writing new songs CAN be fun, yet. It's probable that, for 
all the people who've probably suggested that he get back into 
songwriting, it still has to look like his idea. The songs on this 
album, it turns out, were originally written while Roky was a 
prisoner (I mean, "patient") at The Rusk Institution For The 
Criminally Insane from 1969 to 1972, Easily, half of these 
songs have been legally released in some form. One, "Please 
Judge" was on his last studio album, as well as on an 
accompanying single (In the form of a home recording). I'm 
not complaining about the content. These may be some of the 


only original songs that Roky still owns. Last time around, he 
was only believed to hold the publishing on a half dozen 
songs. Real Roky fans, of course, don't mind having multiple 
copies of the same songs. It's just somewhat anticlimactic, in 
this case. But you take Roky Erickson on his own terms, or 
not at all. In other words, it's fun for you, or it's not. 
Devotionals CAN be fun (Have any of you been to a Virgen 
De Guadalupe parade in Mexico? THAT'S fun). One of the 
best-known song/poems that appeared in "Openers" (the 
collection of poems written while Roky was still at Rusk. An 
excellent, updated version was published by Henry Rollins, 
with most of Erickson's known songs and poems), 
"Devotional Number One,” opens this collection, but it is the 
actual recording, made approximately 40 years ago, in secret, 
with a hand held microphone, at Rusk. As such, it's a rough- 
sounding, though historically important, recording. The words 
are lovely, whether Jesus is your Homeboy or not (though, 
there's a passage about The Devil tempting Christ which did 
not appear in this version, and some of the phrasing is 
different than the printed version. ), then we move on to, 
perhaps, the most famed verse to appear in the entire printed 
collection, "Jesus is not a hallucinogenic mushroom.” One 
could argue that such a proclamation borders on sacrilege, or 
is just an attempt to bring some levity to an otherwise solemn 
and sincere tome...or even, possibly, a reference to said fungi 
being used in Native American religious ceremonies. Listen 
carefully, though, when you actually hear him sing the line, 
that angelic quality in Roky's voice leaps out of the below-fi 
recording like a pop-up greeting card. "Please Judge " is as 
good as, maybe, on some level, better than, the version that 
appeared on "All That May Do My Rhyme" (though it has 
that "Forever Changes" orchestral quality in it's favor). To 
minimal backing, Roky sings, in a subdued manner, as though 
you're sitting in the room with him, and the lights are tuned 
out, But this time, he’s not telling ghost stories, but singing of 
the real-life horrors of jail and the institution. "Goodbye, 
Sweet Dreams" (which closed out his documentary... The fact 
that Roky consented to sing ANY song, particularly, an 
untested song, at that time, on camera, would have come as a 
welcome, almost unbelievable, surprise, had I not seen it after 
the fact that Roky's truly miraculous comeback was already 
well underway). Anyway, this recording sounds like it could 
be a minor hit, or, at least, a favorite on College and Public 
radio (Is there still such a thing as a minor hit in this 
brainwashed, second run movie house-free society?). 
Moderately Psychedelic-sounding, a light in the darkness. 
Looking for your Hard Rock Roky kicks? There aren’t many 
of those, though the studio rendition of "John Lawman" is not 
too far removed from the live version Erickson used to 
perform with The Explosives. An almost Sabbathoid rocker, 
ala "Bloody Hammer,” with Roky getting in his first good 
screams for the day. They're really the only ones to be found 
in this intimate setting. The arrangements Okkervil River 
have built around Roky's overworked, though still husky- 
sounding voice, crown him with their subtlety. If you're 
looking for a latter day Texas Psych feedback freakout, you 
won't hear much of that. What you will hear is a relatively 
varied bag of Folk-Rock, with occasional scattered showers of 
Hard Rock embellishments. Make no mistake, the studio 
recordings aren't hurting for sheer rawness. Even the 
accompanying Chamber Orchestra reflects Roky’s 
intuitivenes. "True Love Cast Out All Evil,” "Think of as 
One" and “Birds'd Crash " are further odes to salvation 
through love, something Roky's generation spoke of freely, 
though Roky held on to that thought in his darkest hour. "God 
is Everywhere,” another field recording, accompanied, 
appropriately enough, by live birds ("The birds sing. Isn’t this 
a lovely way to accompany The King?"), closes out the set. 
As Roky's discordant (in a cool way) acoustic Guitar fades 
into the distance, beautiful, newly recorded, strings flourish, if 
only momentarily. A light goes off, "Goodbye Sweet 
Dreams.” For Roky and Dana, What God himself has 
brought back together, let no man tear asunder. Thanks to 
Nardwuar, The Human Serviette, for mentioning me in his 
recent interview with Roky Erickson. — "Doot Doodle Doot 
Doot....”... "UH-HUH..” 


The Loons “Red Dissolving Rays of Light” (Bomp) Yeah, it's 
a funny thing, my ex-old lady used to put me in charge of the 
make-out music. Well, I don't really keep any Barry White on 
tap (No pun intended), but I found The Loons’ second CD to 
be deeply sensual, swirling to heady depths and plateaus, 
Also, it was within reach. She later demanded that I never 
play it again when she was around. Even so, it's a sexy 
damned album, like "A Web of Sound" by The Seeds or 
"Easter Everywhere" by The 13th Floor Elevators. The Loons 
generally take about 5 years between albums. Since their first 
long player, I've seen them in four different states...of MIND. 
No, really, I've seen them in California, New York, Nevada 


and Illinois... Though their live show differs a bit from their 
previous album, at least, in that they're definitely there, first 
and foremost, to ROCK when they hit the stage, with plenty 
of screech, fuzz, skronk and wail (sounds like a Don Martin 
cartoon).They can stretch out and experiment a bit more in the 
studio, but, I'm proud to say, their new effort, on Bomp!, no 
less (Greg Shaw stopped, briefly, while Lux Interior told him 
he had the best hair on the L.A. Punk scene, to smile 
transparent, tho' powerful, beams of sunlight on the whole 
affair) ROCKS, with an enticing melodicism. As with before, 
you can do your dishes to it, or you can do your freaky 
business to it...OR, dare I say it? You can dance to it, too. 
Glenn Campbell, from The Misunderstood, makes two “solo” 
appearances on Psychedelicized Steel Guitar. How cool is 
that? The only thing I didnt like about the albu the end. 


New Colony Six (live, Reggie's Rock Club, 2010) Fans and 
newcomers alike were treated to a real rarity that, I hope, 
doesn't STAY a rarity.Depending on which side of the fence 
you're on, you either know and love The New Colony Six for 
their better-selling pop hits and ballads, or the pop-borne —- 
but Raiders, Them and Animals-bred -- Garage Rock of yore. 
If you happen to dig both, that's cool, too, but their recent 
appearance at former auto garage Reggie's found them 
parking the car in Garageland. Decked in the Colonial garb 
that was once their stock in trade (like Paul Revere and The 
Raiders, who once had a good laugh during a chance meeting 
when BOTH bands were decked in similar finery), lead 
singer, Ray Graffia, made it clear the band would be staying 
in the Garage, and kept his word, offering heaping helpings of 
"Can't Get 'em Outta Yer Head," selections from their first 
two albums, and various early singles. The band were pro, 
delivering the goods with remarkable accuracy and rock hard 
energy. Their harmonies were tight, the drummer, Graffia's 
Brother, killed . For once a portable keyboard sounded like an 
organ, and the stuff was played RIGHT. Great guitar sound, 
even if a Leslie speaker couldn't be procured for the gig. A lot 
of times, bands like this go on, do a couple of their hits, then 
fill out the rest of the set with songs that you're really, really 
tired of hearing...not these boys. Brothers and Sisters, I Give 
You a Testimonial: The NC6!!!!!! What songs DIDN’T they 
do? My God..."Last Night,” "Cadillac,” "Let Me Love You,” 
"You're Gonna Be Mine,” "At The River's Edge,” the 
unreleased monster, "Rap - A -Tap,” "I Like Awake" (which 
they performed in front ofa screened DVD of the band 
performing said number on "Kiddie-A-Go-Go"), "Dawn is 
Breaking,” and even the killer hard rocker, "People and Me,” 
their one concession to their Mercury Records days... They 
did one relatively recent number that hasn't been released. It 
sounded fine, it didn’t break the momentum, if you're waiting 
for me to say "And THEN there wasa drawback to the 
show..." And THEN, they did a Blink 182 song. Yes. AND 
THE HELL OF IT IS, IT SOUNDED PRETTY GOOD, in an 
early 80's New Wave Rock sorta way, Graffia simply stated 
they were one of his favorite Garage bands of recent years 
(No, I don't consider them a Garage Band, either, but, I feel 
the same way about The Strokes, The Hives, The Vines and 
The White Stripes, whom | once saw play to an audience 
about a third the size of this crowd). I did not have a problem 
with a Blink 182 song in exchange for so many classic NC6 
Sentar sides. It's been almost a week, and these songs are 
STILL in my head (They had a lot of space in which to settle 
comfortably.). 3 words : PONDEROSA STOMP MATERIAL 


Rick Saucedo's Hallowe'en Party (Reality). Rick Saucedo 
is not the world’s first Elvis Impersonator. Ral Donner, Bill 
Parsons, Terry Stafford, and even Gene Vincent, had people 
thinking they were Presley, recording under a different name, 
whether they meant to or not . Allis Lesley was performing as 
"The Female Elvis" before Elvis served his hitch in The 
Army, or the term "Drag King” was invented. BUT, Saucedo 
started out in the early 70's, several years before Elvis's death 
jump started a rash of imitators. Aaron Milenski recently 
pointed out, in Ugly Things #30, that Saucedo's own recent 
re- release, "Heaven Was Blue" (From 1978.), finds him in 
the unlikely position of recording introspective, late 
Psychedelic-influenced Hard Rock . Even more unlikely is the 
idea of perhaps the world's leading latter day Elvis 
Impersonator (they like to be called "Elvis Interpreters") 
compiling a Halloween Party CD, But, that's where unlikely is 
never unlikeable......."Rick Saucedo's Hallowe'en Party" can 
be neatly divided into three categories. 1) Rick singing 
several Hallowe'en Rock'n'Roll favorites: "Purple People 
Eater,” "Werewolves of London,” "Bad Moon Rising,” and, 
seriously, the strongest reading of "I Put a Spell on You" that 
I've heard in years, in his Presleyan voice. 2) The (mostly) 
original versions of popular Horror and Sci-Fi themes, 
opening with Mancini's "Experiment in Terror,” the opening 
music to Chicago's “Creature Features"), Link Wray's 
“Rumble” (which was the theme song for Chicago's beloved 














Svengoolie....tho' his version had ladies screaming over the 
original track...JUST LIKE HERE!!) and "Swan Lake,” also 
known as the theme to 1931's original "Dracula," though this 
appears to be Philip Glass, from the updated film 
soundtrack (I found that version for 50 cents but, I'm more 
afraid of the modern soundtrack than I am of The Count), and 
going headlong into Tube Terrors, "Dark Shadows,” "Alfred 
Hitchcock Presents ,” "The Twilight Zone,” "The Outer 
Limits ," "The Munsters," "" The Addams Family,” and even 
"Casper, The Friendly Ghost,” rounding things out with that 
Midnight Special favorite, "Frankenstein" by The Edgar 
Winter Group (The LONG version, too). 3) THEN, we're 
treated to a healthy sampling of material from the 
aforementioned "Heaven Was Blue". It doesn’t appear to have 
anything to do with Hallowe'en, but, it's highly enjoyable, 
dynamically diverse, melodic Rock music that sometimes 
evokes "S.F.Sorrow" by The Pretty Things, and sometimes 
just sounds like it could have been popular in the 70s, but was 
hindered only by it's own originality. Someof this music 
COULD have been on the soundtrack of a "Kids trapped in 
the woods, and you know what comes next..." movie, if only 
forthe "You can hear a pin drop " quality of the lyrics, 
Saucedo's unpretentious vocals ("youthful and vulnerable 
sounding” as Aaron Milenski accurately points out), and the 
interplay between acoustic and electric guitar work, (which, I 
can't help referring to Milenski again, sounds beautiful and 
ethereal), That's not to say it doesn’t rock, it does, It demands 
that you spend quality time with it, which you can, by 
ordering "Heaven Was Blue" at www.ticksaucedo.com. Ask 
about "Hallowe'en Party " while you're there. 


Sons of Hercules "A Different Kind of Ugly" 
(Saustex) Antone......The Alamo, The River Walk, Baylor U, 
Aquarena Springs, Pig Stands, Taco Land (R.1.P.), Riverside 
Mall.....Juimonos! Let's Went!!! Hard to believe, it's been 
more than 15 years since I first saw Sons of Hercules. We 
even did a show together once. The venue provided us with a 
pizza..just a few months before having their kitchen shut 
down for the ubiquitous rat turds. The band hasn't changed. 
Oh, they've shuffled the deck around a bit over the years, just 
enough to keep the game interesting, but the hard shell taco 
remains chock full of hot 'n'greasy 60s AND 70s Punk 
sounds. They just happen to straddle that line better than 
most. On "Ugly" the band comes on stronger and more hard- 
hitting than before, Lead singer Frank Pugliese, veteran of 
The Mystery Dates (whose "Easy Action” appears here.) and 
The Vamps (they opened for The Sex Pistols’ notorious 
"Randy's Rodeo” gig) is just as full of bile and the rage that 
won't age as ever. Guitarists Dale Hollon (the other 
remaining founding member) and Dave "Bone " Pederson 
form a double guitar attack that brings to mind Radio 
Birdman, while their stripped down melodicism recalls The 
Saints (whose "I'm Misunderstood," a staple in their set since 
the early 90s, appears on a S.O.H. release for the first time 
here). But they're not aping anyone, which could explain why 
they were largely ignored by the 90s Garage revival. The Sons 
of Hercules didn't even wait around for the 70s Punk Revival, 
they just went in there and DID it. And , they're still doing it. 
GUEST REVIEWER: MADELINE BOCARO 

LITTLE BILLY’S LETTERS An Incorrigible Inner 
Child’s Correspondence with the Famous, Infamous, and 
Just Plain Bewildered by Bill Geerhart (HarperCollins) In 
the mid-1990s, out of sheer boredom, then 30- year old Bill 
Geerhart started writing letters asking for advice and opinions 
in the guise of an 8- year old boy. The letters were addressed 
to the infamous, the notorious, pop culture icons, politicians, 
and institutions. All the charm lies in his kid-style pencil 
writing on ruled paper, complete with spelling errors and his 
daring, seemingly innocent questions. The replies he received 
are incredible. I came across Billy's wonderful web site 
via Radar magazine a few years ago, and enjoyed 
reading many of these letters, especially those from members 
of the Manson Family and Mister Rogers, whom little Billy 
offers one of his kidneys. I recently noticed that the web site 
was gone, and in a fit of panic, | wondered what had 
happened. Thankfully, amazon.com sent me one of those ‘If 
you liked THAT book, you will also like THIS book’ emails 
based on my order history. Thank goodness I have very 
sick literary taste...Little Billy's Letters was published in 
book form this month, and was highly recommended to me! 

Every prankster, jokester and comic, (even myself) wonder, 
“Why didn’t I think of this?’ How cute that it's dedicated to 
his little sister! The author requested that first letter printed 
in the book be the reply he received from the legendary 
Art Linkletter, host of TV programs featuring children since 
the 1950s. The first chapter features letters from little Billy, 
asking if he should drop out of school. It’s amusing that Mr. 
Linkletter's 1999 response mentions the age of information, 
technology and the world of computers, however it is written 


on aprimitive manual typewriter - not even an IBM 
Selectric! Right away, we are dazzled by a response from 
Charles Manson, Most fascinating is the pre-printed return 
address envelope, with a design resembling a swastika (but 


not quite) and German style lettering from his residence, State ~ 


Prison at Corcoran. Charlie also made some interesting 
doodles on the letter and envelope, which is also imprinted 
with Manson’s ATWA web site address. Manson's weird 
response avoids Billly’s question entirely. Replies from 
the Unabomber, Son of Sam, Tex Watson, Susan Atkins and 
the Menendez brothers (all emphatically encouraging Billy to 
stay in school, and not to do as they had done), are 
sandwiched between letters and autographed photos he 
received from young TV stars such as Tori Spelling 
and Claire Danes, Richard Ramirez has his own printed 
stationery, emblazoned ‘The Night Stalker’. He asks little 
Billy if he knows any girls for correspondence, and 
requests pictures of girls in bikinis. It’s amazing that prisoners 
are allowed to have pre-printed return addresses and designs 
on their envelopes. (The late) Susan Atkins’ cell number MB- 
127-LX was manually crossed out when she was moved to 
116- LX. She is quite prolific in her advice to Billy, and tells 
him of her continuing prison education, and how busy she is 
every day. I was worried when at first I didn’t see the 
creepy old black & white photo of the shack that was on 
Billy's web site, which Manson had enclosed with his 
letter...but there it was on the next page. The small run- down 
shack is in the middle of nowhere, and Manson wrote, “/ bet 
you don't remember this — you don't even know where it is 
HA HA...” It gave me the creepiest feeling ever. Whatever 
had occurred at that unknown location, we will never know. 
Apparently, Billy was highly concerned about it as well. He 
made an inquiry of Manson Family member Susan Atkins 
about it in 1999, and again in 2007 to Manson himself, but no 
further info was provided. _ Billy doesn’t stop at humans. 
‘The First Cat and First Dog (Socks and Buddy Clinton) are 
propositioned,as are the NESQUIK bunny, the Lucky 
Charms Leprechaun and Tony the Tiger. There are also 
some cool Fun Facts throughout the book, such as, “The Son 
of Sam attended Woodstock", AND, “Lucky Charms can be 
purchased in Ireland, although they are hard to find.” 
Billy always mentions that his letter writing was instigated by 
his friend Eddie, whom he mentions every time. This seems to 
lend credibility in the minds of the respondents (who assume 
that Eddie is older). Many of them say ‘hi’ to Eddie in their 
replies. Billy sometimes mentions that he is writing for a 
school project, or that his parents are helping him write the 
letter, which also gives him cred with his bemused readers. 
The Young Communist League accepted his application! 
Little Billy's parents have allowed him to chose his own 
religion. He surveys Krishnas and Moonies, the Mormons, the 
Churches of Satan, Scientology and many others, on what's 
cool about their religion. He asks career advice from 
McDonalds, Starbucks, KFC and Dr. Kevorkian. Billy 
mentions to each that he would like to work in their field, but 
his #1 job choice would be 7-Eleven. The National 
Hobo Association responds about how Billy can become a 
good hobo with one of the most glowing and touching praises 
of their association that I have ever read about anyone. (This 
led me to check out the fascinating ‘What /s a Hobo’ section 
at www.hobo.com). _Billy surveys U.S. Supreme Court 
justices on their favourite MacDonald's menu items. He asks 
NASA to build him a time-travel ship to send his annoying 
little sister back to the time of the ‘dinosores’. His 
second response from Manson, received in 2008 has a smiley 
face sticker on the envelope. It's the weirdest piece of 
nonsense ranting ever. In the unanswered ‘Dead Letters’ 
chapter, is Billy's letter to O.J. Simpson. Billy writes, “My 
whole family thinks you're guilty but 1 do not. 1 want to help 
you find the real killer...” and sends OJ. his allowance 
of $1.68 in cash. There are also unanswered letters to J. D. 
Salinger, O.D.B. (Old Dirty Bastard), and most ironically, the 
Make A Wish Foundation, whom he asked for a visit from the 
Olsen twins, a swimming pool and his own room. This is 
the ultimate gift book for your most demented friends. It’s 
also a wonderful collection of memorabilia that runs the 
gamut of pop culture. An exhibit of original letters, 
autographed photos, trading cards, and promotional items he 
received should tour the country as Little Billy’s Museum. 


Yoko Ono (Live at Brooklyn Academy of Music 2/15 & 
16/2010) At last the day has come when Yoko Ono is 
appreciated for her art, music and work toward world peace. 
At last, after SO years, | am now proud to be living on a planet 
with people who understand that she is special. Nobody 
believed John Lennon. It took time, and a younger, purer 
generation with not much space between their heads and the 
sky, It took the youth of the world who don't need to imagine 
peace, but simply live it. This generation (and mostly her son, 






band mate, and biggest fan and supporter Sean Lennon) have 
turned the world on to the glory of Yoko, On the eve of her 
77th birthday, superstars and pop stars, young and old, 
celebrated the woman who WOKE up the Beatles, joining 
Yoko in the re-formation and expansion of the Plastic Ono 
Band, The first show was a 3-hour rehearsal / jam, and even 
more special guests showed up on the second night. The 
interchangeable Plastic Ono Band was revived for Yoko's 
latest album, Between My Head and the Sky, and the core 
band still has 2 Lennons (Yoko and Sean), and various 
Japanese musicians including Yuka Honda and Comelius. 
Yoko's art was scattered throughout the venue; Wish Tree, 
Apple, War Is Over! posters, and her 1966 Film No. 4, 
Bottoms was playing in the lobby. The sound of twittering 
birds filled the hall, prior to an informative film montage 
spanning Yoko's incredible life. Then she appeared alone, 
small, glowing and magnificent, singing a capella, ‘It 
Happened’. The band cranked up ‘Waiting For the D Train’ 
with Mark Ronson incorporating the bass-line from ‘Why’, 
and it was full-on from there. The first hour was a pure Yoko. 
fest — including the screamers and the dreamers! ‘Calling’, 
“Between My Head and the Sky’ and ‘Mind Train’ were 
lengthy free form rock/jazz/funk excursions to places we've 
never been before. The haunting ‘Walking on Thin Ice’ 
brought back chilling memories. If suffering produces the best 
art, then all that this woman has endured in her life has led her 
to this moment — the accumulation of all the hardship, sadness 
and loss - and the expulsion of it all in her music. Nobody 
sings the blues like Yoko. She once explained, "If you are 
drowning, you don’t say, “Excuse me but I seem to be falling 
deeper into this water, and I would appreciate if you would be 
so kind as to help me.” You just scream, “Argghhbhh!” And 
that's just what she does. Then, at the end of each song, she 
instantly purges the pain, revels in the wild applause and still 
seems amazed (after being conditioned by years of 
indifference) that people actually love her now! There was a 
wonderful light-heartedness and warmth throughout both 
concerts, as Yoko and Sean had conversations with the 
audience and with each other, explaining the origins of each 
song with amusing anecdotes, love and laughter. Of course, 
there were many delicate moments of beauty, like ‘Rising’ 
and ‘Higa Noboru’. Yoko sang intensely, mostly with her 
eyes closed during ‘Moving Mountains’, and you just knew 
that somewhere in the world, the earth was shifting. At times 
it resembled the intense, very Japanese soundtrack of a 
Kurosawa film. The ambience of Haruomi Hosono (Yellow 
Magic Orchestra) blended beautifully on these songs. After 
the intermission, the Scissor Sisters performed ‘The Sun Is 
Down’. Justin Bond rendered ‘What A Bastard the World Is’ 
It was hilarious seeing a drag queen, dressed like Liza Minelli 
in Cabaret, singing the brutal and biting lines from the 
ultimate (perhaps the very first) male-bashing song - way 
ahead of its time in 1973! Kim and Thurston of Sonic Youth 
joined Yoko on ‘Mulberry’, playing screeching guitars that 
wept with bows and sticks. We could envision the 
magnificent sunset as a young Yoko gathered mulberries from 
the countryside bushes in war-torn Tokyo for her starving 
brother and sister. She lived through this as a child, finding 
beauty in a desperate situation, and we lived it with her. 
Original POB members, Klaus Voormann, Jim Keltner and 
Eric Clapton joined Sean and Yoko for the Beatles’ song “Yer 
Blues’. Yoko started out inside a black bag, for old times 
sake. As we were still reeling from that, Sean announced a 
song that's never been performed live before (a Yoko classic 
from 1973's Approximately Infinite Universe album) the 
stunning, bluesy ‘Death of Samantha’. On the second night, I 
was living someone else’s dream, sitting in the front row as 
Eric Clapton wailed away right in front of me! Several hours 
of boring technical virtuosity can’t compete with one sincere 
primal how! from Yoko, but Clapton gets 10 points for 
showing up and supporting her. He actually rocked out, 
playing slide guitar on “Yer Blues’, and ‘Don’t Worry 
Kyoko’, and a nice lead on ‘Death of Samantha’. There were 
two lovely acoustic guitar duets; ‘Oh Yoko!’ by Sean and 
Gene Ween, and Paul Simon along with his son Harper gently 
harmonized on the delicate *Silver Horse’ and John Lennon's 
‘Hold On’. The Plastic Ono Band became the Plastic Ono 
Orchestra, with a tuba, horn and various strings as Bette 
Midler arrived to wild applause, and sang a divine ‘Yes, I'm 
Your Angel’ from the Double Fantasy album. Perfect for 
Midler, it’s a sweet and campy song that Yoko wrote for John 
in 1980 when he was anxious about turning 40. Sean 
explained that Bette had worked out the whole arrangement 
for the song herself. The crowd broke into a spontaneous 
chorus of “Happy Birthday’, which touched Yoko deeply. She 
then led everyone into ‘Give Peace A Chance’, and left us 
with the undying message of love and peace from John and 
Yoko. Yoko sees things that we can't see, hears things that we 
can’t hear, and knows things that we can’t know. She knows. 


that one day there will be peace on earth, and lives her life as 
if it is undoubtedly so. We would be foolish not to believe 
her. Like animals, who can sense danger before it happens, 
she knows. The universe has let her in on some profound 
secrets, and she is trying to share them with us all. She is 
trying to tell us something, and we should pay serious 
attention! The very first form of music that existed must have 
been just like Yoko's — millions of years ago - before 
language, before instruments...the first prehistoric bird call, 
the grunt of a cave man, the first vocal expression of joy or 
sadness. The music of the future will probably resemble hers 
as well (whether it be made by humans or aliens) pure and 
simple. It’s already starting to happen. The circle will 
eventually be complete. | am proud to share my time on earth 
with Yoko Ono, and blessed to have been touched by her. I 
really hope there is an afterlife for one reason only - so that 
John Lennon can see all of Yoko's triumphs, and know that 
his dream has finally come true. For all we know, he might be 
behind all of this, wherever he may be. 


Mott The Hoople - Live - Hammersmith Apollo (October 1, 
2 & 3, 5, 6, 2009) BOOGALOO DUDES! RETURN OF 
THE HOOPLE (Review by Madeline Bocaro) Mott The 
Hoople’s fans were two miles from heaven! Young dudes, old 
dudes, Hott Motts, and glam girls were in for a treat. After 35 
years of failed attempts and false rumours, the reunion was 
finally on - five nights at the legendary Hammersmith Odeon 
(or whatever it’s called now)! This was the site of Mott's 
infamous live album recording in 1973, and the same venue 
where they played two shows on the same day due to 
overwhelming ticket demand, to a ravenous crowd resulting in 
the headline, "Mott Riot!" As far as we know, they are still 
banned from the Royal Albert Hall. Tickets for the fantasy 
went on sale nine months in advance, giving us plenty of time 
to excitedly anticipate which songs they might perform, and 
how great it would be. Despite the unnerving response of 
‘Mott the What?” whenever I'd cite them to anyone who 
asked what my favourite band was, the first two scheduled 
shows sold out in just a few hours, and three more gigs were 
added - the ultimate testament to my venerable good taste! 
Any truly worthy and inspiring band will get its deserved 
accolades. It's only a matter of time. Back then, it was wild 
~all flash and then crash. Mott’s live gigs always outsold and 
out-did their albums. They broke up in 1975, when I was 
sixteen. Seeing all five gigs now would perhaps make up for 
that. We all know that the band was not reuniting just for 
themselves — but also for us kids — us BIG OLD KIDS! Mott 
had a unique solidarity with their fans. They even wrote 
rockers, ballads and hymns to, for and about us. On their 
quest to become superstars, they never looked down upon us. 
They came from the same places that we did, and hated the 
same things we hated. Mott fans were an extremely loyal 
bunch, traveling far and wide to all the gigs. Mott gave their 
fans equal credit for their success. Now, after thirty-five 
years, this was the biggest ‘thank you" that they could ever 
give us. The front stalls were filled with the old Sea Divers 
(Mott fan club members) who cried upon hearing the 
goodbyes in the fadeout of the Hooples’ final single, 
“Saturday Gigs’ in 1975, which heralded the band’s breakup. 
Here we sat, as if in a dream, at our own long awaited 
Saturday gig - which followed up the Thursday and Friday 
gigs! The five original guys; Verden (Phally) Allen, with his 
vintage Hammond organ, lan Hunter with a brand new 
Maltese Cross guitar (a gift from Def Leppard’s Joe Elliott), 
Mick Ralphs and Pete Overend Watts, with his Thunderbird 
bass, stood before us like a strange hallucination. The 
Pretenders’ Martin Chambers handled the drums for the frail 
Dale (Buffin) Griffin, whom despite his ill health, played on 
the encores to wild and loving cheers. The reunion was now 
complete. Another reality check - was this really happening?! 
After the traditional ‘Jupiter’ intro music played, and a few 
more pinches to confirm that we were really here in this 
actual, unbelievable moment, Mott The Hoople launched into 
“Hymn For The Dudes’. Gone were ‘the suits and the platform 
boots’ but otherwise, it was business as usual! Alternating 
between ballads and mad rockers, as always, Mott persevered 
for two full hours! The crowd remained standing throughout, 
and Hunter remarked that this was the first time Mott had a 
standing ovation for their entire show! There is truly 
something special about Mott The Hoople! — Ian Hunter was 
no longer a solo artist. He was a Dude once again — glowing 
from the inspirational camaraderie of his dear old mates — 
acting as the superstar he’s always been. As he shook hands 
with fans in the front row, he remarked to the band, “I know 
all of them!” He even dedicated a song to a UK fan Andy 
Sibson, who recently passed away. Mott The Hoople re- 
lived their former glory, as each member's personality and 
chops fully emerged. Overend (after a 20 year musical hiatus, 
due to a passion for fishing and cross-country walks) 





stomped, prowled and stalked the stage, physically interacting 
with the fanatically chuffed crowd. His bass playing was 
incredible, and he almost stole the show — especially during 
“Born Late ‘58°! Mick Ralphs played some really sweet licks, 
and came alive onstage much more than expected, Phally 
propelled the whole thing with his vintage Hammond organ, 
the signature sound of Mott. It was amazing to see the big old 
cabinet up there with the Leslie speakers — just like old times! 
Drummer Martin Chambers powered the band throughout, 
and supported Buffin during the encores. Buffin got better and 
stronger each night, and he was as happy to be there, as we 
were honoured to see him. Two large video screens 
simultaneously illustrated old photos and news clippings of 
the band, and the iconic imagery of The Hoople album cover, 
bearing the face of model Kari-Ann with all the Hooples in 
her hair, which served as a fantastic backdrop. Hunter 
broke into some old Dylan, Jerry Lee Lewis and Hank 
Williams songs on the keyboard, The backing choir grew as 
the nights went on, to include several Mott kids; Ian Hunter's 
son and daughter Jesse and Tracie, Mick Ralphs’ son Jim, 
Mick Ronson’s daughter Lisa, and another old pal, the 
original singer of Mott The Hoople whom Hunter replaced 
ages ago, Stan Tippins. Mott superfan Joe Elliott appeared on 
“All The Young Dudes” The bittersweet finale was 
‘Saturday Gigs’, the Hooples’ 1975 farewell single 
chronicling the history of the band, from the 1969 
Roundhouse gigs to their final 1974 Broadway shows in New 
York City. Video screens showed nostalgic slides of rare Mott 
gig posters and handbills. The band poignantly put down their 
instruments at the song’s end, chanting the ‘goodbye’ coda 
acapella, as the lights went down. Mott exited the stage, as the 
joyful yet tearful crowd carried on chanting ‘goo-ood byyye’, 
echoing through the hall. That was it - victorious, happy 
and glorious. Their mentor, Guy Stevens would have been 
proud. Mott’s STILL got it! Backstage visitors included 
Jimmy Page, Brian May, Mick Jones of the Clash, members 
of Duran Duran, Mott's latter day keyboardist Morgan Fisher, 
and the original Mott fan club president, Kris Needs, who 
recently revealed that a young Benazir Bhutto had been a 
member when she was a young student at Oxford. Ser List: 
Hymn for the Dudes / Rock n Roll Queen / Sweet Jane / One 
Of The Boys / Sucker / The Moon Upstairs / The Original 
Mixed Up Kid / 1 Wish | Was Your Mother / Ready For Love 
/ Born Late 'S8 / Ballad of Mott The Hoople / Angeline / 
Walking With A Mountain / The Journey / The Golden Age 
Of Rock 'n' Roll / Honaloochie Boogie / All The Way From 
Memphis / Roll Away The Stone / All The Young Dudes / 
Keep A Knocking / Saturday Gigs...Playing some goodies 
And some newies And some oldies And some filthies And 
some weirdies And some queeries Just for you! 


The Stooges - Rock n Roll Hall of Fame Induction Ceremony 
—March 16, 2010 - My world and the real world collided last 
night. I have my very own private Rock N’ Roll Hall of Fame, 
and the Stooges are the only band in it. Last night, the Stooges 
were inducted into that other Rock Hall — the one that 
everybody thinks is legitimate. Well, maybe now it is! Of 
course, after seven nominations and rejections, they waited 
until guitarist Ron Asheton passed away, depriving him of the 
honour, But at least the Stooges have finally been recognized. 
Perhaps it was thanks to that debacle in 2008 — their 
performance of Madonna’s songs at her own induction, upon 
her invitation. In a way she used them, but yet again, perhaps 
people took notice. Ironically, the show opened with Phish 
doing the ultimate prog-rock song, Genesis’ ‘Watcher of the 
Skies’, with its monotonous, endless keyboard intro. Eeeek! 
Poor Iggy and the guys had to be subjected to this! I could see 
the wheels turning their heads, thinking ‘Do we really want to 
be a part of THIS —the antitheses of everything the Stooges 
stand for?’ They cut to [ggy in the crowd wearing a suit, then 
to a close-up of Meryl Streep. Does this make any sense at 
all? Was I watching the right channel? | was squirming 
throughout the long-winded accolades and detailed 
glorification of Genesis songs in their induction. Thankfully 
their acceptance speech was brief. Then Phish 
performed another Genesis song performed. How much more 
of this could I take? Thankfully, the Stooges were up next. 
A wonderful historic film montage of the monstrous 
menagerie’s assault on the music scene was shown. The kid 
from Green Day read a nice induction speech, with a long 
litany of bands the Stooges have influenced. Iggy, James and 
Scott each spoke, acknowledging all the dum dum 
boys...those no longer with us; Dave Alexander, Zeke Zettner 
Ron Asheton, and those who are; Billy Cheatham, Jimmy 
Recca, Scott Thurston, Steve Mackay and Mike Watt. 
With two upheld middle fingers to the crowd, Iggy 
triumphantly uttered, “Roll over Woodstock. We won!” Iggy, 
showing everyone his note cards, proudly said, ‘We three are 
the surviving Stooges.” He mentioned that Ron and Dave 





would have gotten a big kick out of this, and that Ron was 
pissed off that it didn't happen when he was alive. Iggy 
continued, “So, here we are — in the belly of the beast. There’s 
a lot of power and money in this room. It’s a big industry. 
Music is life, and life is not a business.” He gave nods to the 
MCS, Danny Fields, and “all the poor people who actually 
started rock n’ roll music” deeming them all ‘cool’. “Music is 
a big industry. If it makes the right decisions, it will stay an 
industry," he warned. He thanked “all Stooge fans, who 
probably couldn’t afford the $1,200 dinner” at the Waldorf 
Astoria. Then Iggy choked up and said, “This particular group 
of friends has had the fortune of having a lovely second act. 
So thanks.” James Williamson said, “We were beginning 
to think we would have to take pride in setting the record for 
not getting in.” While Scott Asheton spoke of his brother 
Ron, “I really miss making music with him, and I probably 
will for the rest of my life.” Iggy, the caged animal (you can 
dress him up, but you can’t contain him!) disrobed on camera, 
taking little time to find a monkey bar to hang from. He was 
pumping himself up for the Stooges’ performance, itching to 
break free. With Raw Power guitarist James Williamson, 
original drummer Scott Asheton, Steve Mackay on sax and 
Mike Watt on bass, Iggy — obviously a descendant of Godzilla 
- stomped around in reverie, performing (from the Stooges’ 
third and first albums) ‘Search And Destroy’ and ‘] Wanna Be 
Your Dog’. In the 70s, I thought I was the only person on the 
planet who loved these songs. How did it come about that 
everyone else likes them now too? Are they just trying to be 
cool? I thought my eyes were deceiving me, but it really 
was that little worm Paul Schaeffer inappropriately 
hammering away on a very loud keyboard during ‘Search And 
Destroy’ (how does he always get into the act?). It was 
so WRONG, but I refused to let him ruin this moment for me. 
He should be banned from anything to do with rock n° roll, 
since he wrote the song “It’s Raining Men”. Mackay 
cranked up his skronking sax during “I Wanna Be Your Dog’, 
as Iggy entered the tuxedoed audience. There was nobody 
recognizable up front, Bruce Springsteen was probably hiding 
under a table. The only famous person visible was Dr. Oz, 
who actually seemed quite impressed. It was disappointing, 
because this is my favourite situation; when Iggy is unleashed 
to terrorize bewildered celebrities. If only Oprah were up 
front so that he would have ripped her wig off! Iggy recently 
said, “I'm at the time of life where people sort of pick me up 
by the collar and exhibit me on various occasions.” Iggy 
invited a stage invasion during ‘Dog’, as he usually does at 
live gigs (“Let's see some rich people up here...let's see some 
jewelry up here! Come on, you're not too rich to be cool!"). It 
was quite a poor showing - only about 10 guys (where was 
Meryl Streep?!) Not like the hordes who rushed the stage at 
Glastonbury in 2007 — a crowd so big that it created a nice 
subterfuge for the person who skillfully absconded with Ron 
Asheton’s guitar! Iggy then did his infamous chicken dance, 
and it was all over. Asked backstage if he has donated any 
memorabilia to the institution that was honoring him, Iggy 
replied, "I told them where to buy all the stuff I sold for drugs 
in the '70s." 


1, Doll — Life and Death with the New York Dolls by Arthur 
Kane (Chicago Review Press) I've read every book about the 
New York Dolls so far. They are all wonderfully exciting, due 
to the colourful subject matter, but this one is special because 
itis written by an actual talking doll — Arthur “Killer” Kane! 
There is a foreword and a long epilogue by his wife Barbara, 
so I was suspicious that the book might have been ghost- 
written, or severely edited...but it most certainly sounds like 
Arthur, and his spaced-out, sarcastic, kitschy sense of humour 
is written all over it! His posthumous memoir (written 
between 1986 and 2003) spans 16 months from the earliest 
formation of the Dolls in late 1971 to their original drummer 
Billy Murcia’s death in November 1972. _ The publisher's 
note at the beginning bears disclaimers, due to Arthur's 
‘faulty recollection’ and there are cited notations at the end. 
However, Arthur's recollection is far from faulty, as he 
describes in detail all the wonderful/terrible adventures of his 
tight-knit band of bumbling superheroes. Although Arthur is 
sometimes bitter when speaking of ‘our singer’ David 
Johansen, and spews venom regarding the Dolls’ management 
team and entrapping contract (he refers to Steve Leber as 
‘Slave Labor’), most of the book is full of loving memories 
and wild escapades. The writing is incredible; witty, 
imaginative and creative. Arthur was a man of few words, but 
when he spoke, it was always profound! — The book is just as 
much a fashion statement as a musician’s memoir, It begins 
with Arthur eyeing the outrageous futuristic 1970s fashions at 
the Central Park fountain on Sundays, when all the freaks 
would proudly display all their finery. He recalls whatever 
outrageous ensemble he was wearing in every situation in 
great detail, mentioning every sequin, feather, platform 
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shoes/boots and even the cosmetics. He chuckles at the 
ensuing sneers and comments by regular folk (on his zebra 
coat, “Gee the things you see when you don’t have your rifle 
with you!"). He clarifies that it was not actually drag — the 
Dolls wore girls’ clothing AND boys’ clothing 
simultaneously! What attracted him to approach Johnny 
Thunders who was ‘oozing charisma’ were his ‘Raggedy 
Andy from outer space’ threads ~ things that Arthur was 
unable to find in his endless scouring of thrift shops. J.T 
(whom he'd frequently seen around town - always dressed 
outrageously) was a bass player at the time. Arthur proposed a 
jam with himself on guitar. Johnny agreed. But when Arthur 
arrived, J.T. was jamming alone on guitar, emitting some 
electric “garage barrage’ sounds with his ‘singing sword’ like 
none ever heard before. It was Arthur's great appreciation and 
reverence of Johnny's unique sound that caused him to 
immediately defer to Johnny as the star, so Arthur switched to 
bass. He is positive that this swap was a blessed and most 
divine event. Arthur calls his buddy J.T. ‘a real-life Buckaroo 
Bonzai’ (sp.), a rock-and-roll brain surgeon’. He explains that 
Johnny's famous golden singing guitar tone came from his 
discovery that plugging old Gibson guitars into modern high- 
volume Marshall and Ampeg amplifiers made them come 
alive. Johnny silently repaid Arthur for this ‘promotion’ by 
giving him a prized ‘Wild Wild West’ cowboy suit ‘a 
1880s. Arthur goes into great detail about how he 
accessorized his new prized outfit. ‘Woah partner!’ When 
Arthur saw a bunch of Johnny clones standing outside the 
Whisky A Go-Go decades later, he realized that these guys 
had taken over the world! — He speaks of meeting the latest 
British bands (along with Joplin and Hendrix) at Nobody's 
club in New York, and seeing DJ Murray the K's rock n’ roll 
shows in Brooklyn — up to 20 bands in one day. The early 
Dolls rehearsed in a bicycle shop basement. The owner locked 
them inside for the duration, so they would not steal the 
equipment, One night, the door was ajar, and they escaped — 
with the equipment — up the road to the Hotel Endicott where 
they found a Christmas party in need of a band. They 
promptly obliged. This was their first ‘gig’. | Then named 
Actress, the band was singer Rick Rivets, John Genzale (soon 
to be Thunders), Billy Murcia and Arthur Kane. Arthur was 
convinced that these four 20-year old guys who grew up on 
flying saucers and rock n’ roll ‘embodied a physically 
tangible musical talent pool worth 80 to100 years of musical 
knowledge’. For their first gig as the actual New York Dolls 
(now with Sylvain & Johansen), Arthur decided on his 
fashion statement for the evening: no pants (tights only)! This 
would accentuate his long legs. *It was also a first, for all bass 
players everywhere who came after me (especially women) to 
feel free to step out of that non-descript obese anchorman 
/journeyman stage prison.” He goes on (again) to describe his 
outfit and makeup in great detail, “economical, lightweight 
and disposable — as well as sexy, funny and comfortable.” 
One would think it was utter chaos, but the band would hold 
meetings prior to each gig, coordinating the outfits from their 
community wardrobe, and focusing on presentation, “Nobody 
else would dare to walk around in those days looking like us 
but us. It was too dangerous to your physical health.” 
However, if it were not for the hospitality of Max's Kansas 
City owner Micky Ruskin, the Dolls would have died of 
malnutrition, Arthur sums up the Dolls’ ethics succinctly 
and eloquently many times in the book, first as ‘frustrated 
swashbucklers’. “A professional musical extension of The 
Three Musketeers’ ‘all-for-one-and-one-for-all teenage gang 
mentality.” / “The Dolls were from the future history of our 
planet, visiting on a mission of goodwill and cheer.”/ “We 
prided ourselves on being able to sound like a New York 
ing off-track, or an out-of-control jumbo jet 
“The Dolls were chaos agents by choice.” 
He describes their first show at the Mercer Arts Center, which 
led to a 17-week Tuesday night residency there. “The New 
York Dolls became a band of the people that evening. We 
were all very accessible real human beings that you could talk 
to (and/or flit with), not golden idols living in cellophane 
display cases.” The crowds they attracted included Andy 
Warhol and his superstars, and their ‘favorite hero from Mars" 
David Bowie came to meet the Dolls after a gig, at their 
favourite seedy watering hole on Canal Street, after his own 
infamous Camegie Hall show. The name Killer Kane came 
from a positive review, stating that he played killer bass lines. 
Johnny Thunders proudly put his own new surname on his 
apartment doorbell. Sylvain Sylvain was a pun on Sirhan 
Sirhan. Just after their 17-weeks at the Mercer, the Dolls 











were offered a tour of the UK. Instead of rehearsing, they 
fiendishly scoured the thrift shops every day in search of new 
outfits for their journey, Their UK experiences were not as 
exciting as expected. They felt sabotaged, ignored by their 
managers, and were shocked to be performing at the huge 
Wembley Pool opening for The Faces. There was no time 





allowed for rehearsal, so they tried on each other's clothes 
instead, planning to look more outrageous to compensate. The 
performance was one of their many UK disasters, leading to 
the death of their beloved drummer Billy. Arthur recounts 
some ridiculous escapades, conjuring up superhero and sci- 
fi/horror movie imagery. While his friends are all out partying 
at Max's one night, in his ‘absynthe-mindedness’, Arthur 
locks himself out of the Dolls’ illegal loft dwelling tripping on 
acid. What was ‘a retard in a leotard’ to do? He imagines 
himself as Cornel Wilde in The Naked Prey, desperately tries 
to will the keys into his hands by ESP, or "Maybe I could be 
saved by some unemployed malevolent outer space plants 
(like in Night of the Triffids)." Arthur gets to shake hands 
with Liberace at a posh London party, “akin to meeting a 
celestial godfather Buddha from a parallel dimension.’ He 
passes out drunk in a closet, missing Liberace’s actual live 
performance at the party. Writing in retrospect, he gets to say 
things like, “As a future alcoholic, | was truly impressed.” 
Arthur Killer Kane, who hoped and prayed all his life for a 
Dolls reunion, finally got his wish in 2004 at Morrissey’s UK 
Meltdown festival. He died 2 weeks after the gig, in July 2004 
at age 55. His story is fully documented in the wonderful film, 
New York Doll — highly recommended! Sylvain summed it up 
when he said, “We should have called Arthur "Sugar Kane” 
instead, because he was so sweet.” 

GUEST REVIEWER: CHRIS BUTLER 
You Weren't There: A History of Chicago Punk 1977-84 
(factorytwentyfive) I think | first heard of Naked Raygun in a 
Maximum Rock N Roll Chicago Scene Report. Looking 
through my back issues, turns out it was MRR #19, November 
1984. This is at the end of the period covered in “You 
Weren't There, A History Of Chicago Punk 1977 — 84." So 
it’s true, I wasn’t there, or even especially aware of Chicago 
punk until ‘84. But thanks to Joe Losurdo and Christina 
Tillman, the directors of this cinematic scene report, it feels 
like I was there a little bit. This is one of the major strengths 
of this documentary. It genuinely portrays the alchemical 
nature of regional US punk ‘scenes’ in the early and mid ‘80s. 
There was an insularity to these pre-internet scenes that sort 
of necessitated a close relationship with other members of the 
scene in order to remain aware of shows and parties, etc, And 
there were many similarities to the scenes I was lucky to 
experience ( Denver, Detroi/NW Ohio and Columbus) and 
the Chicago scene. There were the scene celebs, rivalries, 
infighting, tragedies, victories, displays of scene pride, 
disputes with the cops, etc. It was a fun and romantic time and 
that comes through in the film. Another strength of the 
film is, of course, the music. Starting with the fantastic KBD 
era rock of Tutu and the Pirates in the late ‘70s to the classic 
mid-80s line up of Naked Raygun, the quality of the music is 
pretty great, And I remember when | first saw Naked 
Raygun’s name in the MRR scene report, I thought it was 
kind of a dumb name. I guess I had the typical punk mindset 
of the time that punk had to be hyper-serious and super-fast 
and maybe a little mean. | was befuddled by Chicago *s bands 
seemingly sacrilegious take on punk, This unorthodox attitude 
is covered in a number of the interviews in the movie. And of 
course | became a big fan of most of the bands covered in 
*You Weren't There” and many of them have had a lasting 
effect on the contemporary punk universe 
I don’t know if it’s possible to have an 80s style scene, or any 
kind of underground scene anymore, with the internet and all. 
Watching this movie might be as close as you will get 

GUEST REVIEWER: RUSS FORSTER 
Pere Ubu “Long Live Pere Ubu” (Hearpen Records) | lost 
track of the great Pere Ubu sometime in the early ‘90s, when 
they started to sound depressingly more like a band influenced 
by R.E.M. than a band influencing them. But this CD is a 
great re-introduction for me to what always made PU great: 
bizarre humor, unusual instrumentation, great writing, and 
general beautiful dada organized chaos. Not likely to hit any 
dance floors soon, but good for putting the headphones on and 
enveloping yourself with. “Head Music,” anyone? 


This Moment in Black History "Public Square" (Smog Veil) 
Heavy, garage-y, noisy, with a good dose of bad attitude and 
“70s rock-isms thrown into the insanity. About as far from 
happy hippie music as I can imagine, in the finest bad-ass 
Midwestern tradition. This pure distorted adrenaline rush is 
momentously historical! 
GUEST REVIEWER: E.IV 

Betty Davis “Is It Love or Desire (Light in the Attic) Is It 
Love or Desire is the shelved album from 1976 Funk Queen 
Betty Davis. Even the cover image suggests revelation, like 
she is about to show you something. It beckons you to make 
the discovery. She is going to show you everything. The 
album opens with multiple Betty voices all at once, a strong 
start. Betty brought back something for the lovers “When 
Romance Says Goodbye,” the muthas "Bottom of The Barrel” 





(anti-disco + pro “real music”) and the fuckers "Whorey 
Ange!” (one of the best song titles!), Luckily, I have been 
waiting since only '02 and not the late 70's. I was more 
excited about this release than any other for the fall season. 
Heavy rotation is an understatement, to quote the title of track 
two "It's So Good!" I think she had to know that and now we 
can too. She literally makes you beg for it in "Let's Get 
Personal.” She sounds a little like Mae West. It sounds like 
she presses right up to your speaker, you come closer to a one 
sided conversation, You are put in your place. The album will 
make you feel dirty. She talks about the rejection of the album 
in “Stars Starve, You Know." "They won't take what I'm 
givin’, so it’s hard for me and the band to make a livin'." This 
album did not let me down; it is all over the place in the best 
way. Betty was incredibly original, creative and had a lot of 
ideas. It feels like a present. This is something for the funk 
Antiques Roadshow and something for now. 

GUEST REVIEWER: ROBERT DAYTON 
Art_In Time, edited by Dan Nadel (Abrams Comicarts) Art 
Out Of Time was an incredibly important and absolutely awe- 
striking book containing examples of comic art stories that 
would literally transport the reader out of time and leave them 
wanting more. And more they did. Collections of Fletcher 
Hanks, Boody Rogers, Rory Hayes, Gene Deitch, and Herbie 
soon followed (and, hopefully, we'll one day get a collection 
of Dick Briefer's Frankenstein). This new companion book 
Art In Time does exactly that, It keeps you in time. There's 
just not nearly as much ‘wow factor’ as its’ predecessor. 
Much of this collection, while still rejecting the notion of a 
comics canon, is of genre work in the adventure, detective, 
hero, and sci-fi comic fiction molds- with some drippy hippy 
stuff thrown in to boot. Much of it is technically well-crafted 
and/or stylistically interesting. This might not convert the 
uninitiated but there are some tantalizing bits for comics. 
fanciers. Original Wonder Woman artist (for seventeen 
years!) H.G. Peters has a slightly Victoriana-bent to his style 
yet also heaps on the dynamism with his loose brush. His 
character Man O'Metal only turns metal when exposed to fire 
or electricity so numerous freak accidents occur on every 
second page: exploding light bulb, cigar snubbed out in his 
eye, whirring metal blades catching on each other and causing 
sparks. Oh, he also becomes shirtless upon transformation. 
Art In Time also has some great examples of John Stanley's 
rare horror work with some crazy twist endings. Though it 
just doesn’t compare with Art Out Of Time, this is a good 
book. The editorial choices of selections leave you feeling 
satisfied, like you've been given just enough. 


Binky Brown meets The Holy Virgin Mary by Justin Green 
(McSweeney's) Not only is this the Daddy of the 
autobiographical comic book, it is also the greatest and most 
unique (still after forty years), This At last, the hard cover 
treatment for Bi Q S irgi 
This comic book is a personal confession of Catholic sexual 
repression that blends reality with symbiology in ways that 
had never before been expressed, dark and deep yuks of 
substance in the funny book form. The reproductions of this 
particular edition take pains to show every single cut-and- 
paste and streak of white-out, It’s like we are literally reading 
the paste-up copy before it goes to print. I've never seen 
anyone do this before and I’m not entirely sure of their 
reasoning. Perhaps this was done to take it away from the 
world of art reproduction, to make it feel closer to the real 
thing, yet I found looking at all the blue pencil marks and 
covered-up glitches to be distracting and distancing when I 
was reading it for enjoyment, This version seems aimed at 
people more interested in the working methods. Included is a 
lengthy and insightful essay by Justin Green himself of how 
i i came to be in terms of 
his own personal and psychological history, _ style 
development, and the slow growth of its’ eventual influence. 


Catland Empire by Keith Jones (Drawn and Quarterly) The 
Multiverse, God-like figures of time, space, and the universe, 
cute cats in suits, and the destruction of earth all come to play 
in this flip graphic novel, The uniformity of line, 
computerized colors, and the strong presence of 
anthropormorphic characters give it the appearance of kids’ 
lit. Where Keith Jones is strongest is in the more detailed 
pages of which there are too few of. That aspect is best served 
by his non-narrative work, such as his art book Bacter Area 
and his pages in Nog a Dod where no matter how cluttered 
and microscopic the picture gets, his art looks incredibly 
clean, 


Dodgem Logic #1 (Dodgem Logic) Here's something that 
should appeal to Roctober readers, a new mag headed by 
beardickal comick and magick creator Alan Moore that is 
underground to the core and charmingly so. Agenda: “Clearly 
what the world needs is a trippy-looking underground mag 











with a self-confessed agenda of aggressive randomness.” 
Priced not to be a money-maker, it's a grab-bag of such items 
as urban gardening tips, recipes, loads and loads of self 
expression and community, comics by the likes of Savage 
Pencil, a history of underground mags, and a history of 
Northampton music with an accompanying free CD! 


Hot Potatoe by Marc Bell (Drawn and Quarterly) The perfect 
coffee table book. The perfect coffee table book should 
overwhelm. Dense in every which way, including loose goose 
and tight ships. It's too much. A compendium of ornate 
excess, Where will the eye go in this loving volume of an 
innovator? What should the eye focus on? What am I 
following? Oh, his path, As intentionally indirect as humanly 
possible. He’s on a cartoonified trip or something blending 
with the art world. High? Low? Ya know, if you have to 
ask.,.Screw that. Luckily, the different sections break 
it all up into fine aht werks, comics, collaborations, mixed 
media drawings collaged and drawn and sculpted, a few 
extreme close-ups, his address book, and essays about/not 
about Mare Bell, some true, some not. I two-headed dog dare 
you to find anyone in all of comic-dom as over 
saturated/stimulated as this DoodleKing Heavily 
layered, so layered that there are images of layers. Layers of 
skin? Layers of the earth? He's even got a strip in here called 
Layers of the Eath. Earth? No, eath, Multiple textures 
encapsulating everything from crackers to meat to bark to 
nuts-he’s nuts. Friggin’ wizard with a footloose and ever 
patient rapidograph crystallizing to his own ever-loving and 
unique style. Depths and heights of nonsense, 
absurdity. Everything comes to life with big eyes and feet 
layers of the eath, buildings, air Like soft diagrams 
decontextualized with text labels that contain references to 
everything including reference letters and refe a 
that comes to life,too! His later work seems 
drawings of organic pieces that hang out and nearly fit 
together while surrounded by squiggled 
ornamentations. Great care has been put into this 
book in terms of reproductions, colour separations, etcetera 
But if you read it all in one sitting, your brain will be put into 
permanent flip-flop mode 








stylistic, line 


Hot Wire Comics #3 (Fantagraphics) Ever wonder what 
happened to all those 90s alt cartoonists? Where did they go? 
A load of em are in issue 3 of Hotwire Comics, a graphic 
novel compilation edited by Glenn Head. Have comics 
improved since the 90s? Or do many of these cartoonists just 
not seem quite as good as | remember them in my naive 
youth? The old ‘revisionism for shock value’-tropes of 
clowns, hillbillys, and hobos abound in this issue of Hot Wire 
Comics. There seems to be a lot of aiming for seedy yuks. 
Lemme dig back through my comic boxes. Ahh. Ya know, 
some-some, not all- of the artists included here really have a 
very impressive body of work. What they delver here is slight, 
even the great and mighty Rick Altergott falls flat with his 
story of clown lust (tho the art is top drawer as always). The 
odd tamished gem peeks through: it’s great to see Mary 
Fleener’s work again with her autobiographical tale of gun 
purchasing and Matso ‘s zip-a-tone coloured full-page panels 
of fanged psychosexuality have a cartoony, nasty sheen that’s 
a right pleasure to look at 








Lose #2 by Michael Deforge (Koyama Press) More props to 
Koyama Press, feisty Canuck comic upstart publisher, Here's 
another one of theirs. Michael Deforge is a talent to watch. 
He's even advanced by leaps and bounds between issues one 
and two of his comic book Lose, he’s coming into his own 
With the first ish he had to work out some alt comic tropes 
such as self-defeating Brunettis and meta- taking on 
mainstream superhero yuks, he’s still got a couple of kinks to 
work out, but it’s really coming on. The guy has skill 
Everything about this comic book is cartoony gloss right 
down to the paper it’s printed on. He has an effective ability 
to give everything a total big foot funny book look and be 
intricately detailed at the same time; it’s cohesive. Here's the 
ripper: as slick as Lose looks, the subject matter enters 
troubled fever dream turf as two boys stumble across a horse 
car filled with carnivourous spider parasites that 
eventually infect all the schoolyard bullies. Water and ink 
occasionally fill the panel grids with pure inky blackness 
submerging us further into the funny and neck hair bristling 
subconscious. Deforge also has a way of depicting mysterious 
festering sores on big headed boys. It’s nice to see an actual 
nicely packaged independent comic book in these days where 
the now standard graphic novel formats are supposed to merit 
some brass ring of respectability. Deforge has also done a 











Cold Heat special for PictureBox that is an experimental 
departure- aren't all the Cold Heat Specials tho? This is more 
of a photocopied tract where he takes the various names of 
characters and such from the comic book and designs them as 








logos. 16 pages of pure hand drawn LOGOS. Elaborate, 
occasionally semi-readable, some in death metal font, one 
depicted as landscape standing like trees against the night sky, 
another as a name rendered in blood splattering from a fist to 
the reader's face. Does this further the Cold Heat plot? Are 
we Gods? This gives Cold Heat iconic status. 


vi Two: S 

Library by John Stanley (Drawn and Quarterly) Imagine the 
man behind most of those Little Lulu adventures doing his 
take on the monster revival! Neat-o! Fits in well with Mad 
Monster Party, Spike Jones In Stereo, the Addams Family, 
and the Munsters! Melvin Monster is a green-skinned, pointy 
headed kid with a monster dad named Baddy and a Mom 
named Mummy who's a-you guessed it! Melvin seems a little 
too nice for monster-hood much to his parents’ dism 
Collects just three issues a volume of Stanley's mid-60s Dell 
Comics series. The hard cover design, though lovingly done 
and pleasant, is too austere and stiff for the loose-and-easy 
‘read while eating ice cream’ style of John Stanley. I would 
have loved to have had the original covers reprinted and even 
used for the covers of these collection instead, especially 
considering how kids-friendly these comics still are after all 
these years, Light-hearted, slightly morbid ghoulish fun by a 
master of exceptional pacing who, like Carl Barks and Bob 
Bollings, is highly revered in humour cartoon afficiondo 
circles. | personally prefer Volume One over Volume Two. 
Volume Two features mostly shorter, more gag-oriented 
variations on characters and situations introduced in Volume 
One. That said I can't wait for the third and final volume! 

















Night Business 1-3, Gangsta Rap Posse by Benjamin Marra 
(Traditional Comics) This is 80s. Very 80s. Very 1980s. The 
covers and interiors have more squiggles and triangles than a 
Ford Fiesta. Altho it’s a pretty brand spanking new comic 
book, this is 80s for a coupla reasons. “Night Business” 
satisfies where Abel Ferrara’s movie “Fear City” doesn’t 
Like that movie, this comic book is about a mysterious psycho 
murdering strippers in 1980s New York City. “Fear City” - 
unlike Ferrara’s movies before and after-plays out like a 
pedestrian compromise. “Night Business” reads like the 
movies that “Fear City” seemed to want to be: “Maniac”, 
“New York Ripper”, and “Vice Squad.” Lurid exploitation, 
pre-Guiliani sleaze, extreme violence mixed with sex, stylized 
grimy Yanqui Grand Guignol. Street fights and bloody 
knives, Straight-ahead plots aiming for the gut. Benjamin 
Marra has a real sense of knowledge for this specific type of 
cinema. “Night Business” never lets on, it never winks, total 
r face. Tongue covertly in cheek, one can see smoke 
wally flare out of the nostrils of the unseen caption box 
narrator. That this is a comic book and not a movie suffices 
enough to make it more absurd. Theres another reason why 
this feels 80s. It could have easily have come out of the black 
and white comic book glut where everyone was putting out 
comics trying to cash-in on the Teenage Mutant Ninja Turtle 
frenzy, some real oddball comics came out of that and this 
could easily have been one of them. But it is certainly 
accomplished. There is a deceptive stiffness that works for it 












































giving the comic a crackle of intensity/removal play. The grid 
form gives the panels a voyeuristic quality. Yet these panels 
have a rhythmic staccato flow. They occasionally open up for 
wide shots, such as the sequence of one of the strippers in the 
ballet studio. All through each of her sweeping movements 
she looks like a hood ornament. All of the characters 
themselves seem to be composed of taut, molded clay with 
faces that look like grinning skulls. Issue three of “Night 
Business” is the best, a real delivery of the goods with extra 
anchovies as it gets into the satisfying delirium of revenge. A 
masked lingerie lady zooms around on her motorbike helping 
strippers by running over their attacker's heads and leaving a 
well wrought trail of blood, Gunfire, explosions, pills, heroin. 
The detective gets deeper into the case. Pimp Donny applies 
his fingernail ripping torture technique. In terms of pacing, 
this issue is more advanced. Different vantage points and 
perspectives for the choreographed action scenes are applied, 
occasionally breaking it up with some emotional downtime. 
And a cliffhanger that gets us juiced for issue four. These 
comics aren't distributed by Diamond. Diamond pisses me 
off. Order direct from the artist. “Gangsta Rap Posse” is 
a comic book about a nasty rap group that lives what they rap 
about to total excess, gun wielding, crack selling, pimping. It 
takes place in 1991 and -like the 1983 of “Night Business"- 
Marra gives it the feel of the time. 1 pause to ponder, “What 
would a comic of his set in the present day be like?” 


























Parade of Humanity by Michael Comeau (Koyama Press) 
Koyama Press is a new publisher of provocative comic art- 
related material out of Toronto. Check this title: “Parade Of 
Humanity.” Let’s boil humanity down to its’ bare essentials: 
the cover logo for this large fold-out newspaper is rendered 
as a giant turd. It’s plopped down on top of a red multi- 
bursting over-lapping zip-a-dee-doo-da toned cover. Collaged 
nekked ladies prance about and co-mingle with hand-drawn 
nekked ladies, some clothed like they are on a sci-fi superhero 
team. Open it up and we get full-page art tableau symmetry of 
collaged and bloated bikers, nekked ladies, guns, hand-drawn 
homemade porno that desperately aims to please but keeps 
woefully cartoony, ads for such fake porno books as “ESP 
Orgy: Based on the real life fantasies of hypnotists 
everywhere”, sexy nuns and other religious ephemera, bits of 
nasty business in the jungle and more stirring the pot of life 
and its’ troubled representations drenched in sweat, Porn 
mystified into art (koyamapress.com) 








PuPu Summer Fashions 2010 by Ginette Lapalme 
(www.ginettelapalme.com) In this saddle stitched and 
photocopied hand drawn booklet, Ginette reveals all the 
Summer fashions. Cutesy gals don such items as poop 
studded shorts and sponge heels. Don't be left in the dark, get 
on the fashion tip! Ooh! 

The Search For Smilin’Ed- Kim Deitch (Fantagraphics) 1 
never thought that this story would ever be collected. When I 
helped interview legendary underground cartoonist Kim 
Deitch for the Ink Studs radio show a couple of years back, it 
seemed like it wouldn't happen. I'm thinking that it was 
because he is a quality draughtsman and storyteller that is 
hard on himself- too hard on himself! I don’t know how what 
convinced him to get The Search For Smilin’ Ed collected, 
I’m just glad that it is! Kim Deitch is my fave of the original 
still-active underground crop. This serial originally appeared 
in the late 90s for the comics anthology Zero Zero and is not 
only up there with his other work, it ties into it quite neatly as 
well Much of Deitch’s work weaves an elaborate, yet 
inviting, mythos of his own possible creation mixed in with an 
unsentimental awe of numerous past eras of American 
entertainment. This particular graphic novel features an actual 
50s Children’s TV host named Smilin’ Ed who one day just 
disappeared..Throw in some demons- including Deitch’s 
long-time character Waldo the Cat, midget men, miniature 
aliens that film everything that humans do, as well as Kim 
Deitch himself acting as a storytelling conduit for narratives 
that dwell inside and alongside other narratives! Kim 
Deitch’s father is the legendary Cartoon Moder animator 
Gene Deitch and the classic cartoon look is in Deitch’s work, 
except that he utilizes elaborate detail in skewed panel 
arrangements and elaborate tableaus. His smooth hatching 
adds layers of dimension and causes the page to glow 

The Search For Smilin’ Ed contains a brand new essay on 
Kim Deitch, a full colour fold-out of the Kim Deitch universe, 
and a new silly comic about beaver evolution. For 
anyone who has not entered Deitch’s universe, fear not: it is 
remarkably easy to access, one does not need a map to enter 
or understand. It will most likely make you want to explore 
his other works, much of which have also been collected in 
graphic novels in recent years causing many to at last wake up 
and praise the Deitch! 

The Selves by Sonja Ahlers. Before blogs, before zines, there 
was scrap booking: the root of it. Reconfigured and 




















recontextualized. Deeply loaded images of feminine 
archetypes: a multiplicity of selves, whether through growth 
or through differing facets, Sybil references abound. A book 
to fall into, Published by Drawn and Quarterly but this is not a 
comic book, it’s more of an art book; a funny, haunting, 
mostly visual thing; scant text that encourages multiple 
readings. The Selve is less flip and more focused, more 
nuanced, than her previous book Fatal Distraction. 1 
particularly enjoyed the carefully sprinkled images of a pre- 
teen Lady Diana vacantly watching TV and reading romance 
novels. This leads up to the pivotal final girl Jamie Lee Curtis 
screaming as, on the next page, a beauty clay mask Diana 
hovers on a balcony, looking much like Michael Myers from 
Halloween, Delicate yet pointed collage with a flowing script 
commentary and sharp asides all lurk inside a soft pink cover 
for a book that's tougher than that. 

Stooge Pile by Seth Scriver (Drawn and Quarterly) Total 
goofballz. A cryptic, funny-as-all-get-out art book. When | 
say cryptic, I don’t mean that the funny is elusive. What I 
mean is that it may not be possible to pinpoint exactly why 
this is just so damned funny: it just is, know what I mean? 
This ain’t no pinpoint book, no no no, it’s full of airbrush 
renderings of- hey, waitasec, who airbrushes anymore? The 
real Seth does! Cartoony and colourful airbrush renderings of 
Canadian randoms, bums, characters, glad sacks, sacks of 
garbage, sacks of money that cause a duck to drool, and an 
imploding Garfield. Accurate lumpy portraiture. Mystery fun 
and loads of yuks. Some pretty next-door-neighbour level 
heady brews. Stooge Pile even contains a do-it-yourself 
section of Crafts that one can make at home, excepting that 
they are pure uselessness (pure delight/nonsense), One craft 
involves a live cat, a cat brush and drawings of goofy faces to 
put old cat hair on in a step-by-step classic craft book manner 
(right down to the bright construction paper backdrop). This is 
an art book that’s small enough to put in your back pocket 
with your hankie. 





Street Napoleon by Shay Semple (order via: 
isthismyworld@yahoo.com) Candles abound. In fact, many of 
these full colour painted portraits look like they were candle 
lit. Numerous deformed variations of Klaus Kinski peer out 
incandescent and clandestine from the darkness, costumed for 
various roles that he took for the money. Thumbing a nose at 
modern white fear, there are also various revisionist takes on 
Blacula, As well as a cat nonchalantly caught up in spider 
webbing that keeps right on walking, a coupla pen ‘n’ inkers 
with a bit of a Pettibon vibe, and lotsa hand brushed street 
poetry. Moooooo0ody funny! 

Sword Of My Mouth by Jim Munroe and Shannon Gerard 
(No Media Kings/IDW) A strong use of photo references for 
this pen-and-ink illustrative style adds heavily to the 
character-driven naturalism. She isn’t drawing from a pool of 
movie stars ala Alex Ross but from real un-self conscious 
people (ever seen a movie star? They ain't real) and their 
honest, emotional physical and facial gestures. This is not an 
all-out action comic! In fact, some off the action happens off 
panel. Sword Of My Mouth seems to be a reaction to the Left 
Behind series of books and movies (I've seen all three movies 
and loved them but was not left converted or shaking in fear: 
the intended reaction of the creators) but then seriously tries 
to answer the question,”No, really, what if The Rapture 
actually happens?” This graphic novel focuses on a 
community and neighbourhood level sense of activism. The 
art-style works perfectly for this. Artist Shannon Gerard does 
not use panel borders. She utilizes the movement, 
mannerisms, and interactions of the characters to show the 
passage of time. I've never actually seen anything like it in 
comics before. It is even more personalized with easy-to-read 
diary-style lettering. This is actually the second graphic 
novel that sci-fi author Jim Munroe has written about The 
Rapture. The first, Therefore Repent!, was set in Chicago but 
one doesn’t need to read it to understand Sword Of My Mouth. 
Shifting to Detroit, more specifically The Heidelberg Project 
(http://www heidelberg.org)- the forgotten neighbourhood 
turned massive, inspiring art project, it makes The Rapture 
look like an okay time. Except for all those armed asshole 
angels that swoop in to commit a hostile corporate takeover 
with their redneck Jesus freak henchmen and the suit-wearing 
skeletal Famine. These antagonists are not the focus. Many of 
the characters are just trying to raise a community garden, 
deal with fractured relationships, explore their mutations and 
magic, and use clever ways to take a stand and fight back. 
Moves along nicely, except for a climax that makes for a 
slightly muddled reading. Kirk Cameron will 
most likely not be in the film adaptation. In every 
way, this graphic novel is indier-than-thou: even the 
protagonists look indie! And this is an indie publisher (uhhhh, 
co-releasing it with the 4" largest comic publisher in North 


America) and they are finding new ways to reach their 
audience. Available for download: www .nomediakings.org 
Wages by John Armstrong (New Star) Work is Hell. Work is 
Hell, John Armstrong’s previous book “Guilty of 
Everything”, an unflinchingly honest account of his time as 
Buck Cherry of the legendary Vancouver punk group The 
Moderettes (soon to be a motion picture), presented a semi- 
un-glamourous picture of the rock ‘n’ roll lifestyle. The 
follow-up “Wages” has not so much as a touch of glamour. 
‘The last time I saw John was a few years ago, he was in job- 
hunt sports coat attire, pounding the pavement, looking none 
too pleased to do so. For me, that was a foreshadowing of this 
book. “Wages” is a first-hand account of every job that he’s 
ever had, And it is entertaining! The cynicism densely drips 
and seeps off the pages, yet is tempered by being writerly and 
laugh-out-loud funny! He hones his pen with the most cutting 
and ascerbic of methods, facing such blinding realities head 
on with shirt-sleeves rolled up. Whether he’s shoveling shit 
out of chicken coops , hosing down the mysterious balcony 
seats of a skid row theatre, boxing up VHS porn, or 
desperately facing mortality as a newspaperman, all the while 
with bosses that are always out to screw everyone over, it 
makes for a compelling personal treatise on why not to work. 
He has funneled these years of utter drudge for our pleasure. 
What a drag that the book itself looks like the very concept of 
labour itself: totally unappealing, Why did the Publisher hire 
a graphic designer who makes everything look like CDs for 
late 90s Nickelback wannabe bands? And I can’t think of a 
worse pull-quote for the back cover of a book than “Enter- 
fucking-tainment,” Let the punishment fit the crime: we must 
subject this book designer to all of the miserable jobs that 
John Armstrong himself went through and if they wind up 
half as inspired as “Wages” is then those jobs will have done 
their job. 


Weathercraft by Jim Woodring (Fantagraphics) Jim 
Woodring is the greatest cartoonist of this era, There. | mean 
that, I first saw his work when I was a teen, one of his 
comics was staring out at me from the shelf of my small town 
used bookstore. It was issue one of Jim. And there it stared for 
a few weeks, | was scared and intrigued but | wound up 
buying it. I just had to. I'd never seen anything like it. That 
was it, man. | was gone! The only thing that had such a 
similar effect on me was discovering The Sun City Girls a 
couple years later. I started writing fan letters and 
ordering all the crazy stuff from his mail order catalogue (I 
never ordered the poisoned pup sponge, tho). Jim 

Woodring was the first hero I ever met when I made a 
pilgrimage to see him a couple years later. Whoever said, 
"Never meet your heroes” had the wrong heroes. Much time 
has passed. His work just kept getting better and better. It 
feels like years since Jim Woodring has done new comics 
work. Vinyl toys and paintings, sure, but comic work? Seems 
like forever. And I don't think he’s ever done a full-length 
graphic novel until now. This just might be his longest story 
yet! And it still achieves that strong impact. For 

several years now, Woodring has been doing layered, 
unconventional moral tales of a sort that feature a cartoon cat 
named Frank. Being a master of language, Woodring makes 
these sequential comics without any words. I do really like the 
way Woodring works with the English language, but these 
stories are meant to be beyond words, words can pigeon-hole, 
they are much too fumbly for this completely visual 
communication, Weathercraft only features Frank The Cat in 
a supporting role, the central figure is Manhog, normally the 
antagonist in such adventures, This adventure is without 
words as well. Actually, there are hidden words on each page. 
I've struggled to find them but | can’t find the words, But, 
yeah, it’s basically wordless, making it accessible for all with 
sight. That doesn't mean that this is a breezy read, one can go 
at any pace but easily return again and again to glean 
gorgeous details and new meanings. One can even stare at a 
page for days on end, Comics are a bastard medium, two 
sides of the brain have to duke it out to read words and look at 
the pictures. Naturally, such mental conflict is less of an issue 
here. Thus, one can fall into this book much more easily. 
Weathercraft will most likely take you out of yourself and put 
you in a whole other state. When it comes to atmospherics 
and shadow-play, Woodring has a polished and controlled 
inky vibrato creating lines that shimmer, even amidst torture 
and horror and unfathomable creatures. Manhog is a pitiful 
creature. He is regularly abused, often he brings it upon 
himself. What a shock it is that he would be the one to 
achieve a form of spiritual enlightenment. Betty and Veronica 
are two bird-like hags that mysteriously propel the story from 
the sidelines through rituals that alter the weather and, in turn, 
alter Manhog’s course. A demon leaves through his mouth, 
later, another demon enters. Is demon number one what 





makes him feel a victim? When he gets bopped later on, 


without any demons inside, he simply smiles. Is this how 
enlightenment happens? Through the mouth? Will Manhog 
stay enlightened for the next book? 
Wilson by Daniel Clowes (Drawn and Quarterly) This is a 
comic event! It isn’t every day that we get new comic work 
from Daniel Clowes, The last issue of Eightball was six years 
ago. Having a book of all new Daniel Clowes work is just 
cause for excitement, Right from the front cover there 
stands a solitary figure: Wilson. Name above him in cartoony 
font. Wilson. That is who this book is all about, pure Wilson. 
A comic book character study. We've never met him before 
but his all-too-real traits seem familiar. He's a total 
misanthrope. I recently saw that movie Greenburg with Ben 
Sandler as a misanthrope who finds love or something, 
different from Wilson, I mean Greenburg’s too good looking, 
isn’t he? On the cover of this book stands Wilson, pure 
misanthrope. Schlubby. In a stained white shirt, grey 
undershirt peeking out, pencil peeping out of his black pants 
pocket, brown shoes, thinning brown hair, scraggle beard, 
: it’s all conveyed. Wilson is completely self-absorbed, 
tal self-blockage. In one page he sits looking at the 
ocean, "I feel like I'm on the edge of a profound personal 
break through!” (pause) “Fuck it, this is a snooze-fest.” (walks 
away) He does not edit himself in his dealings with others- 
“For the love of Christ, don’t you ever shut up?”- he actually 
says what so many of us want to say! This realism is 
contrasted with cheery soft colours and comic styles that vary 
from page to page between cartoony and realistic, never 
missing a beat to capture a particular feel and always funny as 
Hell. Wilson is set-up, like much of Clowes’ recent work, as a 
series of one-pagers that connect and progress through 
character dynamics. These one page dosages (that take place 
over the span of several years) seem to show that life with its” 
infinite mysteries is all small stuff. Free of pity. | Contained 
herein are the fumbled grasps for meaning in life, the missed 
connections, the lack of personal connections: does anyone 
truly understand each other here? Wilson visits his dying 
Father for what appear to be selfish emotional reasons. 
Wilson acts with complete obliviousness until he realizes that 
he’s all alone, this causes him to take action, yet still remain 
somewhat oblivious for our enjoyment. Wilson, 
like many newspaper strip characters, has a habit of talking 
aloud, seemingly to no one in particular. And it really works 
for Wilson, I developed a certain empathy for this self- 
motivated individual (who does make certain flawed efforts at 
reaching out and building a life) and couldn't wait for what he 
would say or do next. 





You Shall Die By Your Own Evil Creation: More Comics 
By Fletcher Hanks (Fantagraphics) Everybody's talking 
Fletcher Hanks, the formerly unknown golden-age creator of 
oddball comics. The first collection of the late Hanks’ work, 
“1 Shall Destroy All Civilized Planets”, made a great many 
top comics lists when it was released in 2007. This particular 
volume, “You Shall Die By Your Own Evil Creation”, 
collects apparently everything else that he did, I naturally 
expected this book to be less satisfying, unless one is indebted 
to completism. I was wrong. Being proven wrong can be a 
tremendous feeling. We certainly get more variations on his 
main theme: hero steps in to deliver some peculiar sense of 
vengeance to a mad villain after he has already killed a great 
many people. There is also a repetition of postures, poses, and 
expressions. Many characters are variations: both Space 
Smith and Whirlwind Carter could be the same character, 
Tabu is the wizard of the jungle while Fantomah is the 
mystery woman of the jungle. Hanks even signed his work 
with a variety of interchangeable pseudonyms: Hank Christy, 
Barclay Flagg, Charles Netcher. But | think this repetition 
makes for fascinating reading and it may be where the 
numerous comparisons to Henry Darger actually ring true, as 
it is kin to traced and collaged pieces incorporated into a 
unique framework. In the comparison game, Gould and 
Wolverton also pop-up, partly due to their cartoony infusions 
in the adventure genre. I quite prefer this second volume 
because it contains the adventures of Big Red McLane, King 
of The Northwoods. This lumberjack appears from nowhere 
to commit acts of valour in the corrupt world of logging! 
tights get rewarded with flapjacks and career 
advancement. Also included is Hanks’ only Medieval-styled 
adventure, Tiger Hart of Crossbone Castle, which is more of a 
jarring anti-climax with some nicely rendered horses. My fave 
Fantomah adventure is here; a kind, white boy tums evil after 
eating mysterious drug berries, he grows up to use his giant 
constrictor to topple buildings, as a result Fantomah’s floating 
and disembodied pretty-lady/scowling skull-head steps in. In 
the later Stardust adventures, reprinted here, he recruits an 
army of young boys clad in skintight outfits just like his own. 
And the black cover fits quite nicely on the bookshelf next to 
the white cover of the previous volume. 
















Bonnie Banks made sure he had a 
place to return to when he was ready 
and together they revamped his small 
room on Scott Street with a fresh coat of 

















) action. "He stopped drinking for a few al 
and got pretty spry with all this new nervous energy. 
He procrastinated, messed around, - 
got inspired a few times and just flat 




















She became alarmed one late afternoon be 
when the gas station called to find 
out why he wasn't at work. Through all his 
J silent inner turmoil Jim had always been} 
consistently punctual and never missed a 

day of work. She knew something was @ 

wrong. Banks pried open the door to hi 

room and discovered him stiff and cold i 5 

his bed with his eyes wide open, precisel; as he had painted Bimeele on the cover of D.O.A. Comics so long 
ago. He had died in his sleep the night before with a bottle of Pepto Bismal on the bedside table and three 
<i bottles of vodka stuffed down the side of the mattress. The official cause of death was chronic alcoholism. 

"Sad that we lost another fine holy man," his old friend John Radice commented’. 
Jim's body was cremated arid a portion of his ashes were returned to his mother in San Antonio who had 
outlived the Osborne curse as well as her husband and two sons. The rest of his remains were scattered at 
Land's End near Golden Gate Park in San Francisco and over Wyatt Earp's grave in Colma, California. 
Musician Tina Gordon enjoyed intimate correspondences with Jim during his final years and succinctly 
conveyed the void he left in the lives of those who knew him: "I miss him immensely. He deserves to have his 
memory brought into the consciousness of as many willing participants as_possible...if they dare!" 


















James "Jim" Osborne was a complex, troubled man and a fiercely intelligent and 
lengaging visual storyteller whose warm personality starkly contrasted the ritualized 
"iolence of his art. When he finally checked out during the night on November 24, 2001 


he closed one of the darkest chapters in underground comix history. AB ‘ 
mee , HE SHALLNOT BE FORGOTTEN! ZA 
Check Out Time B= 





I wish to extend my heartfelt gratitude to the 
following individuals for sharing their 
wealth of information and personal 
memories of Jim Osborne: Margaret 
Osborne, Bonnie Banks, Tina Gordon, Jim 
Morton and Patrick Rosenkranz. Iam 
particularly indebted to Patrick Rosenkranz = 
who suffered through an earlier draft of this 
article and whose encouragement inspired 
the research necessary to do it proper 

* justice. Bonnie Banks was instrumental in 
connecting me with several of Jim’s friends FY 
and was especially patient with my constant 
questions and clarifications. 


24 The Comics Journal #242, Rosenkranz. 
= Internet source: http://pages.sbcglobal.net/kenkaffkegoldengate/_wsn/page5.html 






















living incarnation of one of his own doomedTampico Hotel denizens. He e had become himself at 


flawed antihero eerie in an urban maelstrom of corruption chaos ‘that was both his creative yu sw 
























hima dead man's hand. This fatalism is evidenced in his art in stories Tike 
'The Loser" in which a depressed middle-aged man accidentally si shoots his #. 
wife with a "delayed fire” round while contemplating suicide and 'To Have Loved And e 
a tale of betrayal and vice set in a North African hotel- that familiar setting again- Ae 
which opens with an archetypal noir chiaroscuro cast by v enetian blinds and w ich OY, 
ends with the protagonist lying in a pool of blood while his shooter IKE EB }° \ 
intones over a smoking gun, "There are some things greater than love...now...to sleep." 
As his friend and former housemate Bonnie Banks explained, "Jim was ; \B 
sensitive and had all the booze to deaden everything. Ifhe can't have a 
woman blowing him all the time and live in the Wild West of 1872 then 
he's no good for the present day."2° Jim eventually took up residence in 
a tiny studio apartment on lower Nob Hill, the notorious Tenderloin Heights , 
neighborhood, which he shared for a few years with the ‘infamous necrophile 
Karen Greenlee whose sexual preference for corpses was s brought to the world's queas' 
attention in Adam Parfey's popular End Times anthology Apocalypse Culture ey AW), se 


Karen once stated candidly that, "Jim was the only live man I ever loved."2" In fact hes was | loved, by nearly everyone who had_ 
the pleasure of knowing him. "Jim was an amazing guy, ™ Jim Morton attested, "[he] always said ‘his work wasn't good enough 
That was part of the problem."2? In 1996 Jim decided to finally leave the city where he had originally sought the freedom of: an 
artist's life thirty years earlier. His younger brother was § dead z and he was ‘determined to return to his childhood home to care for 
his elderly parents. His health had taken a significant downward spiral after years of self- abuse and he surmised that the Pecan ai 
would be better suited for his unchecked asthma. With the help of friend Bonnie Banks and others recruited for the task, hepa 
packed his belongings and drawing table into storage and headed on a six~ -day road trip with Jim Morton through the historical 
Southwest. "Jim enjoyed the trip. He was very interested in the old west- he looked like an old west character- so so he liked visiting 
places like Tombstone and the| site where Geronimo surrendered...For the first time in years he'd been talking about drawing =U 
again. He said the trip gave him some ideas for comics."23 After this brief pilgrimage he rode a Greyhound bus to his parents’ 
home i in San Antonio where he remained for just over a year before returning once again to San Francisco to make his last stand. 
. . oer 
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From the author's interviews, 
2009. 
From the author's interviews 
with Jim Morton, 2009. 
The Comics Journal #242, 
Rosenkranz. 
23 From the author's interviews, 
2009. 











The events surrounding her murder by a radical Islamic hippy 
couple who became known as Allah's Death Angels are documented in 
Richard D. Reynold's true crime thriller Cry For War which describes 
Jim as Nyna's "old man...a high priest in the Church of Satan... [who] 

had every book Aleister Crowley wrote and a magic wand with so 

much power that Nyna put her life in jeopardy just by touching it.” 

; Despite his magic wand, their relationship did not survive the 

aftermath of Keryn Barnes’ murder and like so many of Jim’s human 

connections they slowly drifted apart. In hindsight it seems odd that 

he was not further embraced by the angsty hardcore punks who invaded 
San Franicisco during this period as_his bold subversive vision was 
perfectly suited for this new form of snarling expression. It was 

just not to be. Jim provided interior art for a Commode Minstrels in 

Bullface LP, a strange Ben Franklin bust with snakes crawling out of 









its eye sockets, and produced a few more random show flyers before 
grinding to a permanent creative halt. By 1984 it seemed he had taken 
up residence ina Tampico Hotel of his own depressed mind and, , 
cocooned by relics of the past and his immense collection of strange ephemera, resigned himself to 
alife of ghostly suspended animation. 














/ 
"Jim stopped drawing regularly sometime in the early 80's. 
At the time it seemed to be more out of inertia than anything else,” 
Jim Morton posited, "By that point his hands Fe 
were shaking pretty bad from all the speed g 3 
and alcohol. I think that only made him less 
/\ \\\gA_ likely to want to draw."'5 With the exception i 
of one cover for Primal Chaos magazine and a poster for a Tiny Tim concert that he x 
completed under great stress, Jim did not f produce any more published work for they! ae 
// remainder of his life. He worked the register ata gift shop in North Beach that sold postcards and 
eventually accepted the graveyard shift at a gas station where he remained employed until his 
Y death. By 1985 he was slowly selling off his collectibles to pay rent and keep food on the table. “~ 
"He lived off of all the things we had collected together," Margaret Osborne remembered, "I took very little. Through the years 
he would sell this and that."© Despite encouragement from fans and friends, particularly the unwavering support of his longtime 
ally Karla LaVey”, he stubbornly refused to draw. His old cartooning buddy Bill Griffith remembered him from this period, 

"] remember meeting him at a Last Gasp Christmas Party in the 'g0's and him telling me he was a 
Satanist. When he said Satanist, he chuckled. Any Satanist who can chuckle is my kind of 
Satanist.""8 Jim had in fact been a satanic high priest for many years and a close associate of 
Church of Satan founder Anton LaVey, who shared his interests in the darker side of human 
nature and the joys of twilight Americana. Although his wife insisted that he was "too much of a 
cynic” to ever actually practice witchcraft, others have referred to his art as works of conjuration’?. 
Perhaps the overarching magical working of Jim's life was his willful transformation into the 














a From the author's interviews with Morton. 
© From the author's interviews with M. Osborne. 
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Unfortunately Karla LaVey did not reply to the author's multiple requests for interviews. 


i The Comics Journal #242, Rosenkranz. 


From the author's interviews with Tina Gordon, 2009: “He wasn't only creating, he was conjuring and my guess is it 
took a lot of energy out of him.” J - 
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, He ayioes < on n heroin, in | his seedy Oakland hotel room. Was dead for nearly a week before they found him. 
fag) That's most 'Tikely ‘why Jin Jim became so apathetic over his health. I used to get on him about it, but you know 
} m2 ‘2 Dan’ 's death marked another grim turning point in Jim's 


ly resign ign from art as he descended even aes into the yess of vodka 








i i this anthology the Canadian } ‘punk’ band D.O.A. made their first trek to San Francisco for a gig at 
TOM Mabuhay Gardens with the Dead Kennedys. According to punk legend, Joey Shithead invited Jim 
& back to their van and pulled him inside to see the cover of his comic glued to the interior wall and 

x i by ‘informed him that it had been the inspiration for their band name (the documentary of the same 
name would not come along for another two years).'3 Punk was erupting in San Francisco toward the end 
oft the 70" sand Jim: im gravitated toward the weirder intellectual fringes of the scene. He associated with Vale 
ig and A nd AJ of the acclaimed zine Search & Destroy and later Re/Search Publications and poet 


them met “underground writer and B-movie connoisseur Jim Morton. 
tr "We were both on the "scene and enjoyed the music and the energy," Morton jee 





















"but because we didn't : ape ‘the punk look nobody paid us much attention.” 
One person who did pay attention was Nyna Crawford, outspoken bleach blonde front woman 
for the punk band VKTMS. She and Jim 


went on to enjoy a somewhat stormy VW K T 
relationship while they lived together Mm 4 
during the early 80's and Jim was = I 
i single '100% White Girl / No Long Good-byes 



















briefly pulled out of artistic retirement to 
draw a classy cover for her band's 1980 


The drawing was based on a vintage 1953 comic called 
Haunted Thrills which Jim used as a reference and when the local punk girls 
complained that they were tired of seeing that sort of old fashioned damsel- 
in-distress cliché, "Gentleman Jim" responded in the spirit of fair play with a] |]f 
VKTMS flyer that depicted the exact same scene with the gender roles reversed 
so a woman was seen torturing a squirming bare-chested man. In 1981 Jim 
produced his second and final record cover, this time for electronic provocateursigl { 
The German Shepherds. athe drawing, another polished death scene, depicted we 77 















"az Tt bore all the morbid Osbornian Soucietae: punks had ¢ come 
ZZ xp 


to — but its creation was a tedious process and Jim was apa able to sitter the 












? Intemet source, Weird Zines From The 
Underground: 

http://pages.sbeglobal. net/kenkaffkegoldengate/_wsn/p 
200 html 


3 From the author's interviews with San Francisco- 
based artist Bonnie Banks during 2009-2010. Banks 
was a close friend who shared a communal apartment 
with Jim during his final years. 













* From the author's interviews with writer Jim Morton 








[splash page]," Jim explained to underground comix 
historian Patrick Rosenkranz in an unpublished 1972 
interview, "The rest of the story related to that state...of mind." 
The story involves a "clandestine cartoonist" named 
James Osborne (!) who goes on a speed-induced creepy crawl, 
killing an infant ina stroller and disemboweling a pregnant 
woman a la Sharon Tate, before being shot in the head 

by a slick detective named Sam Frisco (!!). 














vie GOD YOU CAUGHT 
US BEFORE WE KILLED 
AGAIN! NOWEND IT.// 





The conversation continued: 
Rosenkranz: You were going to go out 
and kill someone. 
Osborne: Right. 
Rosenkranz: You drew it instead. 
Osborne: Yeah.° 


Regarding the cathartic role of art Jim later stated, "Drawing i 
is self analysis, a way to vent, to get revenge, to work things \4 A 
out, a release."" Tampico Hotel seemed to be the artistic locale y } 

for that release as further evidenced by another of his earlier sordid 
creations, The Old Codger, a peg- legged serial killer who delighted i in 


torture and halitosis and also resided in the hotel. Jim explained the ® 
origins of Tampico Hotel to Patrick Rosenkranz in 1972: "That was another literary thing. I read this book called the: 
Night Clerk by Stephen Shank which concerns this 400 pound night clerk that clerks at the Traveler's Hotel- [a] fictitious hotel 
at I think 3rd and Howard Streets which is right in the wine district of San Francisco. This hotel covered a city block. He 
went into long descriptions of the rooms and what had taken place in them. There were the walking dead- the strange people 
who come out of the woodwork after twilight, but you never see that type during the day...I really enjoyed that book and so I 
created a fictitious men's room that would fit that hotel...then I created my own people to fit in there... thought it was a great 
idea, to have this hotel and tell the tales of each and every person." There is something about the emotional disconnect 
inherent in this transitory environment of his imagination- a sort of comfortable dispossession- that perhaps reflects the artist's 
rootless childhood in a military family and serves to underscore his own alienated temperament. He seemed to never quite feel 
at home in the world and, like many artists, spent his life creating alternatives. Though he could not have known it, Jim's heart 


would later be irrevocably broken in the confines of a dive not entirely unlike his conceptual ZZ Pe 
Gr J ™ Pty 


























Tampico Hotel when the tragic Osborne family curse struck again. His brother Dan had been 
doing well but still occasionally dabbled with heroin and after returning from a scuba diving trip| A 
he checked in to a low-rent hotel and was never seen alive again. Jim found his missing brother? 
one week later, during the grip of a heat wave, bloated and badl 
decomposed on the hotel bed. Unsurprisingly, oop in him, 








te From Patrick Rosenkranz’s unpublished 1972 interview. 
uy Rosenkranz, 1972. 
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economic reality. Jim was drawing less and losing himself to increasingly longer bouts with 
speed, cocaine and booze. The writing was on the wall. It was indeed the end of the cycle. 













SEND HiS SOUL 
TO HEAVEN, LORD, 
‘CAUSE HE'S DONE 
HIS TIME IN HELL!! 












STRIKE DEEP, 
OMERCIFUL 
ZOMBOIO 5 











WE GOTA 
POZ LD. ON TH 
STIFF, CHIEF! 








O.K. BOYS, YALL 
TAG MAND 
PUT ‘IM ON ICE!! 






Tampico Time 
(1977-1984) 































A few months after his wife returned to 
Texas, Jim's younger brother Dan moved to § 
San Francisco. Jim loved his brother dearly § 
and was thrilled that they would be close 
once again. Dan found work with concert 
promoter Bill Graham and made a modest 
life for himself on the West Coast, taking up 
scuba diving and spending time with his 
brother. In his late teens Dan had been 
employed at the San Antonio Zoo and taken 
to heroin. He would boast to his brother 
about getting high behind the bear cages at 
work. Despite this Dan had cleaned up in 
recent years and only used occasionally for, 
as Jim told his then-wife, "Recreational 
purposes."8 Meanwhile Jim continued to 
drift further into his own creative vacuum, 
paralyzed by a pervasive bitterness that led 
him to declare that, "All comics are junk. 
Something to wipe your ass with or wrap 
fish heads in."° Despite these sentiments, ani 
anthology of his work, D.O.A. Comics, was 
published by Keith Green in 1976 and 


remains the most definitive collection of his 
s<, work in existence. D.O.A. reprinted Jim's 
outstanding wordless strip 'The 

Re Harbinger’ as well as classics such as his 
Rs historical 'They Shall Not Be Forgotten’ 

i! portraits from Arcade magazine and boasted 
se a center spread of his sardonic 1969 
masterpiece ‘Men's Lounge- The Tampico 
Hotel’. This drawing appears to be 
something of an homage to his friend S. Clay 
Wilson with its agoraphobic display of 
absurd violence and depravity but more 
importantly it highlights a central motif in 
Jim's personal mythos. The scene of this 
fictional men's lounge- there is no rest in 
this room- populated as it is with gangsters, 
freaks, perverts, hustlers, whores and 
vermin becomes something of a shrine in 
Jim's capable hands. It is the perfect 
synthesis of his bleak urban existentialism 
and protective comedic visual devices. 
Tampico Hotel is the recurring scene of 
much deviancy in Jim's work, appearing as 
the setting of murder in 'Kid Kill’, glimpsed 
as a neon sign outside the window of the 

y. story's infamous opening splash page. "I 
was in a strange mood when I did that 





2 From the author's interview with Margaret Osbome, 
2010. 
~ The Comics Journal #242, Rosenkranz. 
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looked like hopped- up, | imbecilic ps psychopé yf 
for molecules ; scented with fear, sickness, 


ey tongues; ‘testing the air for molecules 
er kind of debility. Tinever once let down my guard 


“Bad a “pad drugs, bad vibes- 
From this den of inequity h he quietly ‘established himself as arising talent in just a 
om | 


LTA LE STEEL 
w years and earned the respect oO! 
iow 


were impressed’ by his obsessive attention to o deta 
ne miners SROIPL EE 
i wis that t appeared i in athe 1 New) sw York trade bape 


Ree 


fincl luded = aaa 'Hurtz’, ‘Crackola’, 


as a sign painter Sire hew worked on n teaching himself watercolors. 


AIR In 1975 hi 175 he} {created one of his most sordid 
patently off offensive | e tales with ‘Morning In Mallorca’, 


for yr Felch| Cumies, a sort of cartoon precursor, 
eI 


to contemporary extreme porn, and re received the Uncommon 


1 glass eye in a velvet box- from editor S. Clay Wilson.5 


eee 
“artist Kim Dietch was a{ friend 
oe ————— 
Z before his creative stamina faltered a remarked, "His big 


influence | fon comix] was the high standard he set... -He’ d raised the quality bar so high he just 
f: couldn't keep up with it. 


"6 These sentiments we were echoed dby Ju Justin Green who noted, 

"64, "It was not economically feasible to put the kind of man-hours he always did Nevanr! ! Oni xe bra: 
into a comic page. Despite his laid-back approach, he was a = aworth, renee ee ! 
The thought of working faster or thinner didn't ‘al to hi d 
Spare me om . ES Ke See OF genus! I 
1‘ This perfectionism would soon stagnate his creativity even as his 

oir, ANA T'tL a a 

stories and compositions seemed to be gaining momentum and 


Win you ors! : _maturity. His work for Felch marked the beginning of the end 


. the promise of freedom represented by the early 
eS underground comix movement had largely been 
4 <eclipsed by urban despair and an aching frustration. 
The 1973 Supreme Court's ruling on local standards § 


n youth culture had weakened the alternative distributi 
‘channels and the comix market was choking on a glut off 


4 
From an unpublished personal correspondence with Tina Gordon. 
From Patrick Rosenkranz’s memorial published in The Comix Journal #242, April 2002. 


; The Comics Journal #242, Rosenkranz. 
The Comics Journal #242, Rosenkranz. 














favorite comic masters such as Frank 
Frazetta, Steve Ditko, Jack Kirby and Will 
Eisner. Margaret Osborne fondly 
remembered this productive period in the 
early 70’s and the image of her love hunched 
over the drawing table with his thick shag 
hair and ubiquitous cigarette and coffee, "He 
worked slowly and carefully...He was so 
eccentric. He really was. And what he 
collected and was interested in came from 
that eccentricity...He loved the odd, the 
macabre...Jim was very intelligent and really 
did steep himself in reading about whatever 
he was interested in [and] became an expert 
on those things.” The couple had 
accumulated an incredible collection of 
esoteric books, vintage comics, and exotic 
curios- including a cherished human héad 
that had frequently made the rounds among 
kindred artists such as S. Clay Wilson- and 
Jim had become the resident expert on all 
things strange and paranormal. He was the 
soft-spoken Black Prince of the kaleidoscopic 


HELL ANSWERED! 


IM, 











AND THE SPRWN 


San Francisco underground. 


Cartoonist Bill Griffith was a frequent 
visitor to the Osborne abode during the early 
1970's and Jim's interest in anatomical 
abnormalities directly influenced the 
development of Griffith's Zippy the Pinhead 
character 

after he loaned him 
reference photos of real life micro cephalic 
entertainer Schlitzie the Pinhead. 
Unfortunately Margaret and Jim's marriage 
was again showing signs of strain and by 
1973, the year of the first underground 
comix convention in Berkeley, they split for 
good and Margaret soon returned to Texas. 
"It hurt to do it, but there were reasons. I 
would say at least part of our problem was 
finding each other so young. I was 18 when 
we met. He was an older man of 22. What 
babies we were! I have kept his name and 
was remarried but still kept it...It does say 
something about how much he has always 
meant to me. I moved away from San 
Francisco and we always saw each other 
whenever I was there." Jim returned to the 
Mission where he seemed to imbibe a sort of 
manic inspiration (to say nothing of speed) 
among the filth and decay: "I've always 
found the Mission District to be a place of 
invigorating ugliness with a sinister 
undercurrent running 24 hours a day. When 
I resided there, I felt I was in a valley filled 
with dull, reptilian evil. Watching the 






















raftsmanship. His career was up and running and by 1971 new work appeared in All Stars, 
Bijou #5 Illuminations, Insect Fear #2, Promethean Enterprises #4, Slow Death #1, 
Thrilling Murder, } Young Lust #2, and San Francisco Comic Book #1 which he also 
Ww ‘ co-edited. Around this time of relative success he and Margaret had 
WS their second brief separation when Jim moved into a storefront on Valencia Street 
between 1 24th and 25th v with fellow artist Simon Deitch and outsider extraordinaire Rory Hayes, 
\ already a speed freak of frightening proportions. The front room on Valencia was occupied by 
YGary ; Arlington's mail-order comic business and the back room became the temporary 
headquarters of Don Donahue’s Apex Novelties. Living conditions were decidedly squalid but 
creativity ran high and this location became an important countercultural hub for several 
months, host to wild hippy parties and early meetings of the mostly symbolic 
YJ United Cartoon Workers of America Union. 


% As Jim later reflected about these days in a letter to his 
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LOOKIT THAT sick! musician friend Tina Gordon, "I shared a large room on 
KID'S Sick, SICK, y Valencia Street with two notorious 





miscreants...Our monthly rent was $33.34 
each...We slept on these old army cots 
arranged around a large hole in the center of 
the room. We lived on the ground floor and 
down in that open hole one could see beer 
bottles, empty Spam cans, misprinted comic 
books, candy wrappers, crumpled cigarette 
y XESSSSSS packs and dead rats. Thanks to my roommates, 
Ll Uae the hole also reeked of vomit and human piss.” Of the general 

$ neighborhood he observed, "On a good night or day you could witness several street altercations 
pert block. Sometimes people would come tumbling out of the buses, beating the bejeezis out 
of each other over some minor slight. It has always amazed me how those who have no qualms 
about trading their sainted mother's pussy for a bag of blow are so preoccupied with the 

reservation of their supposed personal honor."? Jim was clearly drawn to the depravity of 
San Francisco's Mission District and fueled by the sense of danger that seethed around him at all 
times, but after six months of the proverbial high life in this neighborhood he finally returned to 
his wife. His artwork was showing remarkable improvement at this point and with each new piece 

he upped the ante with dense claustrophobic detail and disorienting psychedelic textures. 
His work began to display strong Symbolist influences as well as highly stylized erotic posturing 

reminiscent of decadent commercial illustrators Mahlon Blaine, Harry Clark and Aubrey Beardsley. 

He was particularly fond of the Austrian artist Franz Von Bayros and the Australian artist and writer 
orman Lindsay whose reputation as a skilled boxer would have appealed to 

Jim’s obsession with brute physicality, perhaps the residue of his military 
upbringing and interest in warfare. Jim resonated with Symbolist themes, 
particularly the abundant use of death symbols, and observed similarly 
degenerative patterns playing out on the city streets around him. 
"T think in ten years San Francisco will be very decadent," he stated in 

1972, "It's coming to me to resemble the decadent French just before 
the Revolution. The way that people dress more bizarrely all the time, 
they sort of amalgamate all the pop styles from the turn of the century 
to the present in clothing and music. Through that amalgamation, it's 
heralding the end of the cycle."3 As Jim's line work grew more confident 
“he was able to meld his fine art aspirations with the cartoon devices of 

















































2 Tina Gordon is a San Francisco-based musician, formally of the bands Lost Goat and the Glamour Pussies, who 

== currently plays drums in the all-female AC/DC tribute band AC/DShe. These quotes are culled from letters that Osborne 
= sent to Gordon toward the end of his life while briefly living in San Antonio, Texas. 

. From an unpublished interview with Patrick Rosenkranz circa May 15, 1972. Used with permission. 











recall fondly throughout his life and which instilled in him a lasting passion for military history. 
Not insignificantly, while stationed in Denver, Colorado their mother was stricken with tuberculosis and 
placed ina sanitarium and the brothers were left alone with their father for nearly a year while she recovered. 
"I do think that he was [emotionally] wounded by his father," Margaret Osborne remembered, 
"He withdrew from criticism of any kind and did not like to expose himself." Unlike many comic artists who 
honed their skills with countless hours of childhood drawing, Jim did not draw much in his youth and only 
casually doodled as a teenager. It would be later when he enrolled at San Antonio Junior College at age 18 
that his talent for visual art would slowly begin to emerge. While attending college he took painting classes 
and pursued his interests in the darker spectrums of history, film, literature and art while enjoying the 
burgeoning folk music counterculture. At this point he was still living at home and as his intellect 
Z »lossomed he grew restless with the local scene and, leaving his books on the floor of the college hallway, 
followed his father's path to the enlistment office and registered for four years with the U.S. Army. It was his ticket out of Texas 
and it was during this period in the military, from 1962 through 1966, that many of Jim's interests and 
obsessions began to develop more acutely. He traveled to Germany, Amsterdam and Copenhagen, enjoying 
the red light districts in each city as well as the museums. It was also in the military that Jim routinely 
experimented with Dexedrine, a common amphetamine used widely at the time as a diet aid and by college 
| students with long study hours, to remain awake during long uneventful guard duties during which he 
worked on drawings with a fellow soldier who coincidentally shared many of his interests. During his 
service in Europe Jim was assigned to. guard the charred corpse of a pilot whose plane had caught fire and 
crashed near base. Jim was apparently left alone with the gruesome body for a long period of time and 
would often recall with a dry chuckle the hours he spent observing the hapless young pilot's remains. 
As a young boy Jim had been fascinated by the atrocities of the Nazi Party and while stationed in 








deeply in love and soon spent all their time together immersed in foreign films, science fiction novels, comics, 
and art. On September 23, 1967 they were married and within a few short weeks the young newlyweds were separated, 
reunited and nested in San Francisco just in time to witness the spectacular dawn of underground art. 
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Shortly after his marriage, Jim dropped out 
of college and left San Antonio with friends 
in an overcrowded Volkswagen van. There 
was no room for his wife so she remained 
behind and awaited his summoning while he 
embarked on a reconnaissance mission in 
Los Angeles, California. The adventurers 











soon landed in a commune housed in the former mansion of silent film star Tom Mix in Laurel Canyon, an area almost as 

synonymous with sex, drugs and rock'n'roll as the Haight-Ashbury district and made famous by the Jikes of ee Zappa, Jim 

Morrison and Joni Mitchell. Laurel Canyon’s quaint isolation did not appeal to Jim’s craving for big city ritenont and 
almost immediately he and his closest travel companions headed north for San Francisco where he soon found lodging on the 
third floor of an old building on California Street just west of Fillmore and was reunited with his wife. In the stimulating new 
environs of the Summer of Love, Jim immersed himself in art and began drawing seriously for the first time in his life at the 
age of 24. He submitted drawings to underground newspapers such as the LA Oracle, SF Oracle and Planet News until his 
first proper comic, a variation on a Franz Kafka short story titled ‘Okay, Mister K' was published in Yellow Dog #5 in 1968. 

This was quickly followed by several more stories in Yellow Dog, Bijou #2, Bogeyman #2, Conspiracy Capers, Jiz, Snatch 
#3 and his own comic Spiffy Stories. His story for Tuff Shit, a comic anthology that benefited a local methadone program, 
was Jim's first attempt at using a brush and although he was unsatisfied with the results this piece marked a leap in 
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The restrictive days of the Comics Code Authority were waning by the late 60's and with access to presses 
and alternative distribution networks cropping up around both coasts, it became commercially viable: | 
st and artistically achievable for comic artists to explore themes and imagery explicitly S 
coma \ banned from print media a decade earlier. Few artists wielded this newly seized j 
ay |} creative freedom with as much pathological zeal and painstaking devotion ; 
" Osborne. His meticulously researched and starkly rendered 
















as James "Jim 
portrayals of violence and occult fantasy are among the most macabre and 


perilously self- purgative comics ever produced. His infamous confessional noir tale 


'Kid Kill’, first published nearly 40 years ago in Thrilling Murder Comics, ~~ =e 
still has the power to invoke nervous laughter from even the most jaded gore enthusiasts., 


The artist evidently had a few demons to exorcise and he wasn't afraid to set them loose 


on 10" x 15" paper for the going rate of $25 per page. Osborne emerged on the scene’ seemingly out of nowhere in 1968 
, t ’ 


with several stories appearing in the pages of Yellow Dog, a popular comix tabloid, but these crude drawings barely hinted 


he would go on to create during his brief but influential career in the trenches of San Francisco. | 


atthe obsessive work 
rtso 


Within the span of 7 years he perfected a dense and ornate style and effectively raised the bar for underground comic a 

high that he himself stumbled under its prodigious shadow. Sadly, he retreated into the recesses of obscurity just as he 

appeared to be hitting his stride and after years of inactivity he died alone at the age of 58 in a cluttered boarding house with 

empty vodka bottles and a tattered copy of Will Eisner's The Spirit at his side. 

1 “To date there are only a few scattered paragraphs to attest to his rich visual legacy 

and Internet searches yield only sparse results, But among those who remember, 

his modest body of work is still revered and his wry nihilistic allegories still inspire awe. 
Who was this handsome Satanist with the quiet southern drawl and encyclopedic 


e? Why did he vanish into alcoholic self-exile even as 


knowledge of all things arcan 
dibly strange art of 


his creativity and credibility flourished? What inspired the incre: 
San Francisco's crowned Black Prince? Who the hell was Jim Osborne? 2 
A 












Jim Osborne was born Albert James Osborne, Jr. on October 30th, 1943- g 
Devil's Night, the eve of Halloween- in Monroe, Louisiana. His father, “Ozzie”, was 
‘self-absorbed career military officer of small build who met his much younger wife while 
stationed in Louisiana with the U.S. Army in 1940. His mother, Blanche, was a kind andj, 
attractive woman who enjoyed the comfort and social benefits of a military officer’s wife an 
but was decidedly unhappily married to an emotionally absent man whose stinging ( 
% criticisms often bordered on abusive. Jim was a deeply sensitive and intuitive child and his 
2 father's bitter cynicism made a disturbing impact on his psyche that would manifest later in life as a sort 0} 


"Tt is safe to say," his widow Margaret Osborne recalled, "James did not like his father."! 
New York to a large family and as a child lost 









PUNK’D TURN OUT 
ROTTEN.” 
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f crippling 


perfectionism. 


According to Margaret Osborne’s recollections, “Ozzie” was born in Brooklyn, 


several siblings in a terrible ferry fire in New York City during the early 20th Century. It was a school outing and he had been 
sick that day and remained at home. One can only imagine that he carried a silent guilt for the rest of his life and perhaps 
more than occasionally directed this anguish at his own family. The ferry tragedy was only the first grim omen of an unspoken 

family curse that would unfurl over the course of several decades. Jim's only sibling, Daniel, was born in 1949 and their 
childhoods were punctuated by frequent travel as their father pursued the career of a commissioned officer. They lived in 

El Salvador while he surveyed for the Pan American Highway and later at the San Francisco Presidio, a time which Jim would 








1 
Margaret Osborne was very generous with her memories of Jim's early li i i 
v y life. She was interviewed by thi 
course of several months in 2009-2010 and provided much of the biographical detail regarding Jim's sami ae ie is 
years and early period in San Francisco. Ng OONeHVe 
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like so many acid-crazed EC zombies invading the established order for cheap laughs and easy action. Much ink has been spilled 
about the unlikely cast of disaffected longhairs who spearheaded this seminal (cough, cough) art movement and set out to 
completely subvert the status quo in the name of unbridled free expression. These young revolutionaries plumbed the 
depths of the unconscious in ways their Surrealist predecessors could never imagine and gleefully skull fucked the exquisite 


caren they unearthed in the process. Their legacy was the ath: liberation of the EYE. 





of cadeiensd comix in the Sutiboaccers ofthe mid 1970's, it is Enchans Heady, uncensored, 
terrifying, anarchistic, laugh-until-it-hurts, wham- bam-thank-you-ma'am, napalm-fried freedom 





I KNOW DUDES LIKE US WHO ARE 
ROTTING RIGHT NOW IN JAS. 
STOP ASKING FOR HELP AND START 
DECIDING HOW YOU CAN HELP. 








YOU - NH - YOU ASKED ME HOW aT 
TO HONOR ME, HUMAN. AND | TOLD - 
AND | TOLP YOU HOW TO CALL ME. 

| AM DYING, YES. BUT HERE IN 


a. ET-HAOR KI-TO, YOU WILE 
~ CALL ME PROPERLY... 








AND IN OUR PRESENT DAY, DR. DAMIAN AND 
VIATOR HAVE TRANSPORTED SUCCESSFULLY 
INTO THE INTERNALS’ OUTPOST. 
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NEXT! INHERITED TRAITS AND 
ALTERED STATES! FIND THEM! 



























COME HERE; THIS 
ONE'S INSANEL 


die enous —Z 
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THEY - SOMEHOW - ARE 
ALL ME. OR LIKE Me. Ye 
o 

















WAY OUT THERE - A SERIES OF BLIPS AT 
DIFFERENT SPOTS. IT’S LIKE THEYRE 
LINKING THE TREES SOMEHOW. 









ARE YOU SHOWING ME 
SOMETHING OR DO YOU WANT ME 
TO SHOW YOU SOMETHING? 


Nx 


KH] DAY THREE, 10:54 PM. 
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BE CALM, MARGOT |(Serd 
\ BE WATCHFUL. Rao 
YOU WILL KNOW, 
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IF IT IS TRUE PERIODICITY; 
NOTHING CAN HAPPEN TO HER, 
HER GIFTS WILL ALLOW HER 
4» TO DO WHAT | COULDN'T... 








ANOTHER HUMANOID RACE EXISTS ON THE PLANET! THESE ARE THE INTERNALS, A GENETICALLY UNSTABLE 
GREED OF MUTANTS, ONE HUMAN, OR. DANIEL DAMIAN, KNOWS ABOUT THEM. HE IS EXPLORING THE POSSIBLE 
CONNECTIONS BETWEEN HIS LATE WIFE SARP IGHTER MARGOT, AND THE INTERNALS. ON THE MOGOLLON RIM 
Meco tae A eh ae eet ee ee elmore Ba le 


THE GIRL CAN HELP IT! 
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EPITED AND RIAN MURPHY & | (kLUSTRATEO By BASED ON THE WORK oF 
WRITTEN BY GENE BOOTH GENE BOOTH TACK KING’ KIRBY 
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I felt a soft hand gently tor touch my shoulder. I spun around on my heels and it was Ellie 


zee = meee eee 


star ing back, al me, her her head slightly | tilted to the side and a sympathetic twinkle; 
=~ 


_ ems. 


Ca in hes eyes. “Honey," she said warmly, "You're leaning too close to the paintings. 







is mak Ss weoeee =) 2 more a etme 


naking the Security alarm alarms go off." I looked around the gallery and we 


” 


were alone. That was no cell phone after a 


i BA Grocie Tree lan ta Je ye 


"Artist?," she quickly inquired and with that she took my arm and began leading 
“i ee A eee Pa 2. Be As 


around the _Imuseum on a personal tour. She shared hilarious stories about Frank's 


<2. eee Oe ee | _— a 











Ba: “sa mms eae heer 
paintings and paused i in front of his Creepy covers long enough to fulfill my lifelong ¢ dream "h 
=F = = =. = _—_——_—-— ——_—s = 


of viewing these monstrosities up close. I told her I was s something of a “horror artist’ and she 


—eee we eee ee ee 
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went to a back room and return ned with a mint copy of Creepy #1! She even called an old 








Fae the a — a er ee ee ec ay 
family friend from ‘the house next door to snap a photo oF me in full bliss despite the rules that clearly forbid 
ane —— Sy Lg a etiam (ale, Se ee aaa reo oan sens oa 
As we walked along the rows of paintings she teased Frank's relaxed work ethic like ke only a 


& photography. come SS oe ern 


Ba Bin ee « 
devoted lifelong partner can do and said if only he wasn't so damn lazy he would've been more prolific! 


eee ce re ee ee eer ar . awe oe ae ok’ ee QE See ee 

cal cxly Tealized that the twinkle in her eyes was more mischievous than sympathetic. 
= Fs. i ee 8 -- <a en “ery 

ay "She was” a wonderfully funny and charming woman, still beautiful and vibrant despite her age. 
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‘She walked me through the Conan paintings- an entire wall- and pointed out how Frank would often | 
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return to "fix" paintings ] long ; alter they were completed. She produced an old yellowing Lanc Lancer 





no longer matched the original 
A ee 





—_- - 
paperback and Pointed out how Conan's expression on the cove 
e~ ee eee Be es 


‘painting. ‘Alter the book went to press Frank had painted over the face and completely 
ee en 
suntil itmet his approval (the book is ‘Conan The Buccaneer'for those keeping score)., 
—=~y ——= = - oe: DR eee 
applauded Ellie's fierce business savvy and from what I< could) ‘ell she x 












re-worked it 


Many_ people have 


eel her husband's collection with “all the passion of an artist herself. I left the souvenir shop that 


-_<_ i o erie ~s ews ewes 


‘Mi day wil air women's "panties_¢ emblazoned with a glittering iron-on of a barbarian maiden 


a Vhat can I cavd Pee Eg 
S (the painting is titled 'The Huntres SS ‘for_ those keeping score). What can 1 say? ‘ tet We 


= Ellie! was a | smooth ht persuader, ‘Thanks for not t throwing me out of the museum, Ellie. 
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And thank 9 you, _ Frank, for all the) joy y and my’ stery you've brought to the world. Yours was| 
See mR = See eee re” Tak 


a life well- lived and an end t avel embraced. Your testosterone: fueled vision lives on ink 
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There is no question of "right" or "wrong." There is no hesitation. There is only eternal 




















conflict and the indomitable will to surv ive. Wimp critics who only see a distorted 
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caricature of the misogynistic male psyche or a D&D nerd's wet dream have missed 
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etta's magic is lost on flaccid intellectuals. If it is possible to 
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imbue the fet art Scien of a really awesome Hanna-Barbera cartoon with a 
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mysticism and gravity approaching religious, Frank Frazetta, has done just that 
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BM And his legacy lives on! 


I occ -asionally hunc 
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phead Twith a a cheap ballpoint pen because of Frank Rianetiis powerful early 
ane ee ot 





== = == m8 4 res ee 


influence. Frazetta was my Walt Disney _a and Carl Barks. My mom bought me my 
[Qe erm . ———— er ae ee ; 
velirst Frazetta book way bac k when ci was in Tn third grade (which was 1980 for those 
— a — a ere ane ee 
keeping score) and I grew up immersed in in his imagery. Puzzles, shirts, books, 
—_ ee "tO Bar. wesw es cme a ee 


and ot course album covers. In 1972 72 his painting "The Snow Giants'appeared 
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on Dust. inal LP Hard Attack\and his painting 'The Brain'appeared first as 


ra Soe eee we ee ee ee 
~: Ce cover for 1] Eerie Magazine #8 and later on Nazareth's 1977 album)? 
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Editor's note: We're back! After a great year in Los Angeles, eating 
breakfasts with Phil Spector's engineers, gourmet lunches at 
Hollywood studios, and vegetarian Dodger Dog dinners with Neil 
Hamburger, we have returned to Chicago, fatter, smarter, and 
ready to continue on our quest to be the last paper zine standing. 
Just wait for the wave of articles and CNN stories about how small 
press zines are back, akin to all the stories about vinyl!, By taking a 
year off we had a logjam of talent and content; just to keep this 
issue down to a bulging 136 pages we had to push a ton of articles 
to next issue, and this issue (with an epic comic by Rob Syers, 
ridiculous comix history art by Dennis Dread, 100,000 words by 
Gentleman John Battles, Nardwuar challenging Snoop Dogg again, 
and the fantastic stories of underappreciated geniuses Nancy Faust, 
Helen Wooten, lan Whitcomb, the Easter Monkeys, and more) is 
one of our greatest ever! And there’s more to come. Expect two 
great issues in 2011, and hopefully Duke University Press’ 
publication of the first Roctober book by the end of the year. And 
our 20t anniversary in 2012 will be ridiculous...if you are in a 
Mayan calendar-themed 2012 suicide cult get an extension! If you 
would like to help keep things rolling tell your friends to order 
issues (from us, or from www.dustygroove.com), SUBSCRIBE! (still 
$10 for three issues -- it goes up to $12 in 2011, send check to Jake 
Austen at the address above, or paypal to jake@roctober.com), tell 
your friends to subscribe, if you are crazy rich just send us a bunch 
of money, and if you are a label, or website, or store, or publisher, 
or green grocer, or vain individual please advertise (our dirt cheap 
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rates are: FULL PAGE BLACK & WHITE (7.5" x 10") $170/HALF 
PAGE BLACK & WHITE (7.5" x 5") $90/QUARTER PAGE BLACK & 
WHITE (3.75" x 5") $50/FULL PAGE COLOR (7.5" x 10") 
$275/HALF PAGE COLOR (7.5" x 5") $150/QUARTER PAGE COLOR 
(3.75" x 5") $100. Write to ads@roctober.com. Next issue March! 
Ad deadline Valentines Day. That is also the deadline for reviews. 
We guarantee the review (in these pages and online, see our review 
URL above) of any physical product sent to us in any format 
(including 8-track tapes, bobbleheads, and food). We do review 
music submitted electronically as downloads, but it is at our 
reviewers’ discretion, if you want a guarantee a writeup throw it on 
a shitty CD-R and send it in to the address above. Got all that? OK, 
so touring bands reading this cross-country, put on your seatbelts. 
Folks who keep this on the toilet tank, remain seated, but I skip the 
seatbelt. Dudes who wear Ax body spray but are secretly music 
nerds, hide this in your Maxim. Get ready for the read of your 
life...ladies and gentleman...ROCTOBER! 
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